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' . THE 

P R E F AC E. 

I' T has been a long Complaint of the vir- 
tuous and refined World, that Poelj^ 
-whofe Original is Divine, fliould be en- 
flaved to Vice and Profanenefs ; th^t an 
\,rt infpired from Heaven, rtiould have fo far 
oft the Memory of its Birth-place, as to be 
•ngaged in the Interefts of Hell. How un- 
lappily is it perverted from its moft glorious ^ 
Defign ! How bafely has it been driven away 
from its proper Station in the Temple of God, 
md abufed to much Diflaonour ! The Iniquity 
jf Men hasconftrained irtorferve their vileft 
Purpofes, while the Sons of Piety mourn the 
Sacrilege and the Shame. 

The eldeft Song which Hiftory has brought 
down to our Ears^ was a noble Adt of Worlliip 
paid to the God of Ifrael^ when his Right 
Hand became glorious in Power \ whew thy Right 
Itland^ O Lord:,' dafhed in Pieces th^ Enemy : 
the Chariots of Pharaoh and his Hop were 
A 2 ca^ 
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cafi into the Red-Sea ; Thou didjl How with 
JVind^ the Deep covered them^ and they fank 
Lead in the mighty Waters^ Exod. xv. T! 
Art was maintained facred through the folio 
ing Ages of the Church, and employed 
Kings and Prophets, by David, Solomc 
and Isaiah, indefcribing the Nature and t 
Glories of God, and in conveying Grace 
Vengeance to the Hearts of Men. By tl 
Method they brought fo much of Heav 
down to this lower World, as the Darknefi 
that Difpenfation would admit : And nowai 
then a divine and poetic Rapture lifted tb 
Souls far above the Level of that OEconor 
of Shadows, bore them away far into a brighl 
Region, and gave them a Glimpfe of Evang 
lie Day. The Life of Angels was harmoi 
oufly breathed into the Children of Ada: 
and their Minds raifed near to Heaven in M 
lody and Devotion, at once. 

In the younger Days of Heathenifm tl 
Mufes were devoted to the fame Service;, tl 
Language in which old Hesiod addreilesthe 
is this : 

Pierian Mufes^ fain d for heavenly Lays^ 
De/cendy andjing the God your Father's Praij 
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JixA he purfiies the Subjedl in ten pious Lines, 
!^l which I could not bear to tranfcribe, if the 
\ I A(pe£t and Sound of fo much Greek were not 
' xerrify-ing to a nice Reader, 

But fome of the latter Poets of the Pagan 
World .have debafed this Divine'Gift \ and 
manyjof the Writers of thefirft Rank, in this 
our AJge of National Cbriftians^ have, to their 
eternal Sh^me, furpafled the vileft of the G^«- 
hiles. \ They have not only difrobed Religion 
: of all'the Ornaments of Verfe, but have em- 
il ployefl their Pens in impious Mifchief, to de- 
pbrm \htx native Beauty, and defile her Ho- 
nours: . .Xhey have expofed her moft facred 
ChariAer-to Drollery, and drejQfed her up in a 
moft^ile apd ridiculous difguife, for the Scorn 
of thjp ruder Herd of Mankind. The Vices 

fhave|been painted like fo many Goddefles, the 
Charjns cf Wit have been added to Debau- 
chery and-the Temptation heightened where 
^Natiie, needs the ftrongeft Reftraints. With 
Swecrnefi. of Sound, and Delicacy of ExpreC- 
fionJthey have given a Relifh to Blafphemies 
of t^ harlheft kind ; and when they rant at 
their* Maker in fonorous Numbers, they fancy 
themfelves to have aded the Hero well. 
4? Thus almoft in vain have the Throne and 
J the Pulpit cried Reformation ; while the Stage 
\ and licentious Poems have waged open War 
/iwith the- pious Defign of Church and State. 

A3 T^^ 
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rhePrefs has fpread the Poifon far, ani Tcflt-^ 
tered wide the mortal Infedtion : Uriihiljimg 
Youth have been enticed to Sin . beyDr^ the 
vicious Propenfitiesof Nature, phinge<l>ar!y ■ 
into Difceafesvarui Deatti, and ^ink^^^'down to 
Darnnatiqi^.^ngJSiuhitudes. Was . it Joif^this, 
that Poe(y was endued with all thofe- afime- 
ments that lead the Mind away in ipl^ifing 
Captivity? Was it for this, fhe waa^&Jrm b^d, 
with fo many intellecftual Charms^^.vtfiat ^Jhe 
might feduce -thQ>Jfeia:rt from G CiD, jiii! f 6^ti- 

, ginal Beauty^ian3^|l^;hl^ lovely of Bei agfe ? 
Can I ever be^ perfW^<:^;S| that tfiofe fwttf^nd 
refiftlefs Forces of Metaphor, Wit, ^iifidjartd 
Number, were given with this Dfe fig a^f that 
they fliould be all ranged under ilie^annar ,of 
the great malicioi\s %)i<|t,:to invade:^he RtgKts 

. of H^aveti'^ and'to wf^J^ and- je^rl^ing^ 
Deftrtuflion upon Men? HowmlVth^e. 
of the nether World, the leud and Jjrd 
VerfifierSyftandaghaft before the g^tot, J " 
when the Bleod of many Souls, wH*jn> 
never faw, fliall be laid to the Charge of; j 
Writings, and be dreadfully required at 1 
Hands'? The Reverend Mr. CoLLifii^ /ihiS 

^ this awful J^tene before them in juft an3 ,Bkm- 
ing Cpteii^^r if the Application were mixoo 
ru^ievaiid Uncivil, that noble Stanza ofTOyil^rd 

' RbscoMMON. on Pfalm cxlviii. ftBg|lit Bi$;id- 
dreOed .to thfem :^ :,^^^:.v: -^ -^i 
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Te Dragons^ whofe contagious Breath 
Peoples the dark Retreats of Death j 
Change your dire Hijftngs into Heavenly Songs ^ 
And praife your Maker with your forked 
Tongues. 

This Profanation and Debafement of (b di- 
vine an Art, has tempted fome weaker Chri- 
ftians to imagine that Poetry and Vice are na- 
turally akin ; or, at leaft, that Verfe is fit only 
to recommend Trifles, and entertain our loo-, 
fer Hours, but it is too light and trivial a me- 
thod to treat any thing that is ferious and (a- 
cred. They fubmit, indeed, to ufeit in Di- 
vine Pfalmody, but they love the drielft Tranf- 
lation of the Pfalm beft. They will venture 
to fing a dull Hymn or two at Church, inTunes 
of equal Dulnefs ; but ftill they perfuade them- 
felves, and their Children, that the Beauties of 
Poefy are vain and dangerous. All that arifcs 
a Degree above Mr. Sternhold is too airy 
for Worfhip, and hardly efcapes the Sentence 
of unclean and abominable. "Tis flrange, that 
Perfons that have the Bible in therr Hands, 
fliould be led away by thoughtlefs Prejudices 
to fo wild and rafli an Opinion. Let me en- 
treat them not to indulge this four, this cenfo- 
rious Humour too far, left the Sacred Writers 
fall under the Lafli of their unlimited and un- 
guarded Reproaches. Let me entreat them to 
A 4 -^ look 
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look into their Bibles, and remember the Style 
and Way of Writing that is ufed by the anci- 
ent Prophets. Have they forgot, or were 
they never told, that many Parts of the Old - 
Teftament are Hebrew Verfe ? and the Figures 
are ftronger, and the Metaphors bolder, and 
the Images more furprizing and ftrange than 
ever I read in any profane Writer. When 
Deborah fings her Praifes to the G O D of 
Ifraelj where he marched from the Field of 
Edom^ flie fets the Earth a tremblings the Hea- 
vens drops ^^d the Mountains dtffolvefrom before 
tie Lord. They fought from Heaven^ the Stars 
in their Courfes fought againji Sisera : Wh:n 
the River of KA^onfwept them away^ that an- 
cient River^ the River Kilhon. O my Soul, 
thou hajl trodden down Strength, Judg. v. &fr. 
When Eliphaz, in the Book of Job, fpeaks 
his Senfe of the Holinefs of God, he intro- 
duces a Machine in a Vifion : Fear came upon 
me, Trembling on all my Bones, the Hair of 
my Flefb flood up ; a Spirit pa (fed by and flood Jlill^ 
but its Form was undifcernwle ; an Image before 
mine Eyes j and Silence ; Then I heard a Voice^ 
faying s Shall mortal Man be more juft than God? 
&c. Job iv. When he defcribes the Safety of 
the Righteous, he hides hxmfrom the Scourge of 
the Tongue, he makes him laugh at Deflru^ion 
and Famine, he brings the Stones of the Field 
into League with bim^ and makes the Brute 

Animals 
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Animals enter into a Covenant of Peace, Joh 
V. 21, &?r. When Josfpeaks of the Graven 
how melancholy is the Gloom that he fpreads 
over it ! It is a Region to which I mull ftiortly 
go, and whence IJball not return ; // is a Land 
of Darknefs^ it is Darknefs it/elf the Land of 
the Shadow of Death ; all Confufion and Dif^ 
order ^ and where the Light is as Darknefs. This 
ismy Houfe^ there have I made my Bed: I have 
faid to Corruption^ Thou art my Father^ and to 
the ff^orm, Thou art my Mother and my 
Sifter : As for my Hope^ who Jh all fee it ? I and 
my Hope go down together to the Bars of the 
Pit^ Job X. 21. and xvii. 13. When he 
humbles himfelf in Complainings before the 
Almightinefs of G O D, what contemptible 
and feeble Images doth he ufe ! Wilt thou break 
a Leaf driven to and fro ? fVilt thoupurfue the 
dry Stubble? I confume away like a rotten thing j 
a Garment eaten by the Moth^ Job xiii. 25, ^c. 
Thou lifteft me up to the fVind, thou caufeftme^., 
^ ride upon it^ and diffolveft my Subjlance^ Job ' 
xxiii. 22. Can any Man invent more defpica- 
ble Ideas to reprefent the Scoundrel Herd and 
Refufe of Mankind, than thofe which Job 
ufes ? Chap, XXX. and thereby he aggravates ' 
his own Sorrows and Reproaches to Amaze- 
ment : They that are younger than I have me in 
Derijiony whofe Fathers I would have difdained 
to have fefwith the Dogs of my Flock : for Pf^ant 

A 5 and 
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and Famine they were Solitary ; fleeing into the 
Wildernefs defolate and waiie : ^bey cut up MaU 

' lows by the Bujbes^ and Juniper-roots for their 
Meat : They were driven forth from among Men^ 
{ they cried after them as after a Thief) to dwell 
in the Cliffs of the Valleys^ in Caves of the Earthy 
und in Rocks : Among the Bufhes they brayed, un- 
der the Nettles they were gathered together ; they 
nbere Children of Fools, yea. Children of hafe 
Men ; they were viler than the Earth : And now 
^ fm t their Song, yea, lam their By-word, &c. 
How mournful and dejeded is the Language 
of his own Sorrows ! 1 errors are turned upon 
him, theypurfue his Soul as the Wind, and his 
Welfare paffes away as a Cloud \ his Bones are 
pierced within him, and his Soul is poured out ^ 
he goes mourning without the Sun, a Brother to 
Dragons, and a Companion to Owls \ while his 
Harp and Organ are turned into the Voice of 
them that weep. I muft tranfcribe one half of 
this holy Book, if I would fhew the Grandeur, 
the Variety, and the Jullnefs of his Ideas, or 
the Pomp and Beauty of his Expreflion : I muft 
copy out a good part of the Writings of David 
and Isaiah, if I would reprefent the poetical 
Excellencies of their Thoughts and Style : Nor 
is the Language of the lefler Prophets, efpeci- 
ally in fome Paragraphs, much inferior to 
thefe. 

Now while they paint human Nature in its 
various Forms and Circumftances, if their De- 

^sr^ing be fojufi and noble^ tVidx DxC^ofvtion 

?C1 
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fo artfiil, and their Colouriilg fo bright, beyond 
the moft famed human Writers, how much, 
more muft their Defcriptions of God and Hea-% 
ven exceed all that is poffible to be faid by a 
meaner Tongue ? When they fpeak of the 
Dwelling-place of G O D, He inhabits Eternity^ 
and Jits upon the Hhrone of bis Holinefs^ in the 
midft of Light inaccej/ible. When his Holinefs 
is mentioned, 7i&V Heavens are not clean in bis 
Sights be charges his Angels-^ with Folly : He 
looks to the Moon J anditjbineth not^ and the Stars 
are not pure before bis Eyes : He is a jealous God^ 
and a confuming Fire. If we fpeak of Strength, 
Behold^ be isjirong : He removes the Mountains^ 
and they know it not. He overturns them in his 
Anger : Hejbakes the Earth from her Place^ and 
her Pillars tremble : He makes a Path through 
the mighty Waters, he dif covers the Foundations of 
the World: The Pillars of Heaven are ajlo- 
nijbed at his Reproof And after all, Thefe are 
but a Portion of hts Ways : I'he Hhunder of bis 
Power who can underftand ? His Sovereignty, 
his Knowledge, and his Wifdom, are revealed 
to us in Language vaftly fuperior to all the po- 
etical Accounts of Heathen Divinity. Let the 
Potfherds Jtrive with the Potfherds of the Earth ; 
but Jball the Clay fay to him that fafbioneth it^ 
What makejl thou ? He bids the. Heavens drop 
down from above, and let the Skies pour down 
Right eoufnefs. He commands the Sun^ and it 
rifeth not^ and befealeth up the Starsx ^Jlis he 
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that faitb to the Deep^ Be dry ^ andbedrietb up 
tbe Rivers. Woe to tbem tbatfeek deep to bide 
ibeir Counfelfrom tbe Lord •, bis Eyes are upon 
all tbeir Ways^ be underjiands tbeir Tbougbts 
afar off. Hell is naked before bim^ and D^- 
ftruilion batb no Covering. He calls out all tbe 
Stars by tbeir Names^ be frujiratetb tbe Tokens 
ef tbe Liars ^ and makes tbe Diviners mad ; He 
turns wife Men backward^ and tbeir Knowledge 
becomes foolifb. His tranfcendent Eminence 
above all things is moft nobly reprefented, 
when h^ftts upon tbe Circle of tbe Eartb, and 
ibe Inhabitants tbereof are as Grajboppers : All 
Nations before bim are as tbe Drop of a- Bucket^ 
and as tbefmall Duji of tbe Balance : He takes 
lip tbe Ifles as a very little tbing ; Lebanon, witb 
all ber Beafts^ is not fufficient for a Sacrifice to 
Sbis Godj nor are all her Trees fufficient for the 
Burning. This GOD, before whom tbe whole 
Creation is as nothing j yea^ lefs than nothings 
andFanity. To which of all the Heathen Gods 
iben will ye compare mcj faith the Lord^ and 
wbatfball Ibe likened to ? And to which of all 
the Heathen Poets fliall we liken or compare 
this glcwious Orator, the facred Defcriber of the 
Godhead ? The Orators of all Nations are as 
nothing before him, and their Words are Va- 
nity and Emptinefs. Let us turn our Eyes now 
to fome of the Holy Writings, where G O Dis 
creating the World : How meanly do the beft 
o( the Gt^ntiles talk and trifle upon this Subjeft, 

when 
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when brought into Comparifon with Moses, 
whom LoNGiNus himfelf, a Gentile Critic, 
cites as a Mafter of the Sublime Style, when he 
cho(e to ufe it ; And the Lord/aid^ Let there be 
Lights and there was Light ; Let there be Clauds 
af^SeaSj Sun and Stars ^ Plants and Animals^ 
and behold they are : He commanded, and they 
appear and obey : By the Word of the Lord 
v>ere the Heavens made^ and all the Hqft of them 
by the Breath of his Mouth : This is working 
like a G O D, with infinite Eafe and Omnipo- 
tence. His Wonders of Providence for the 
Terror and Ruin of his Adverfaries, and for 
the Succour of His Saints, is fet before our 
Eyes in the Scripture with equal Magnificence, 
and as becomes Divinity^ When he arifes out 
of his Place^ the Earth trembles^ the Founda^ 
tions of the Hills arejhaken becauje he is wroth : 
There goes a Smoke up out of his Nojirils^ and 
Fire out of his Mouth devoureth^ Coals are kind- 
led by it. Hebows the Heavens^ and comes down^ 
andDarknefsis under his Feet, ^be Mountains 
melt like IVax^ and flow down at his Prefence. 
If Virgil, Homer, or Pindar were to pre- 
pare an Equipage for adefcending God, they 
might ufe Thunder and Lightnings too, and 
Clouds and Fire, to form a Chariot and 
Horfes for the Battle, or the Triumph ; but 
there is none of them provides him a Flight of 
Cherubs inftead of Horfes, or feats him in 
Chariots of Salvation. David beholds him 
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ndmgupon the Heaven of Heavens^ by bis Name 
JAH : He was mounted upon a Cherub^ and did 
fly\ he flew on fFings of the JVind ; and Hab- 
BAKKUK fends the Pejiilence before him. Ho- 
mer keeps a mighty Stir with his Nff«Anyfe»i« z^y^, 
anci Hesiod with his zi?, v^x^^i^nrt^, Jupiter, 
that raifes up the Clouds, and that makes a 
Noife, or thunders on high. But a Divine 
Poet m^des the Clouds but the Duft of his Feet ; 
and when the Higheji gives his Voice in the 
Heavens^ Hail-jlones and Coals of Fire follow. 
A Divine Poet difcovers the Channels of the 
Waters^ and lays open the Foundations of Na- 
ture \ at thy Rebuke^ O Lord^ at the Blafl of 
the Breath of thy Nojlrils. When the HOLY 
ONE alighted upon Mount Sinai^ his Glory 
covered the Heavens : He flood and meafure^ the 
Earth : He beheld and drove afunder the Na- 
tions^ and the everlafiing Mountains were fcat-^ 
tered : The perpetual Hills did blow -, his Ways 
are everlafiing. Then the Prophet faw the 
?>;//j q/" Cu(han in AfjliSlion^ and the Curtains 
of the land of Midian did tremble^ Hab. iii. 
Nor did the Blefled Spirit which animated 
thefe Writers forbid them the Ufe of Vifions, 
Dreams, the opening of Scenes dreadful and 
delightful, and the Introduftion of Machines 
upon great Occafions : The Divine Licence in 
this refpedt is admirable and furprizing, and the 
Images are often too bold and dangerous for 
an i?;3JjD/pired Writer to imitate. Mr. Dennis 

has 
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V 

has made a noble Eflay to difcover how much 
fupcrior is irifpired Poefy to the brighteft and 
beft Defcriptions of a mortal Pen. Perhaps, 
if his Prdpofal of Criticifm had been encou- 
raged and purfued, the Nation might have 
learnt more Value for the Word of G O D, 
and the Wits of the Age might have been 
fecured from the Danger of Deifm ; while they 
muft have been forced to confefs at leaft the 
Divinity of all the poetical Books of Scripture, 
when they fee a Genius running through them 
more than human. 

Who is there now will dare toaiTert, that 
the Dodlrines of our Holy Faith will not in- 
dulge or endure a delightful Drefe ? Shall the 
French Poet * affright us, by faying, 

De lafoy cTun ChrStien les Myfteres Urribles^ 
jy Ornemens egayez ne font point fufceptibles ? 

But the French Cnixc f, in his Reflexions 
upon Eloquence, tells us, " That the Majefty 
** of our Religion, the Holinefs of its Laws, 
** the Purity of its Morals, the Height of its 
** Myftcries, and the Imporance of every Sub- 
** je(fl that belongs to it requires a Grandeur, 
" a Noblenefs, a Majefty, and Elevation of 
** Style fuited to theTheme : Sparkling Images 
** and magnificent Expreffions muft be ufed, 
^' and are beft borrowed from Scripture : Let 

"the 
♦ BoUeau. f Rapin^ 
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•* the Preacher, that aims.at Eloquence, read 
•* the Prophets inceflantly, for their Writings 
** are an abundant Source of all the Riches 
** and Ornamenty>f Speech/* And, in my 
Opinion, this is far better Counfel than Ho* 
RACE gives us, when he fays, 



"t^os exemplaria Graca 



NoSluma verfate Manu^ verfate diurnd. 

As in the Condudk of my Studies with re* 
gard to Divinity, I have reafon to repent of 
nothing more than that I. have not perufed the 
Bible with more frequency ; fo if I were to fet 
up for a Poet, with a Defign to exceed all the 
modern Writers, I would follow the Advice of 
Rapin, and read the Prophets Night and 
Day. I am fure, the Compofures of the fol- 
lowing Book would have been filled with much 
greater Senfe, and appeared with much more 
agreeable Ornaments, had I derived a larger 
Portion from the Holy Scriptures. ' 

Besides, we may fetch a further Anfwer 
to Monf, BoiLEAu's OBjedtion, from other 
Poets of his own Country. What a noble Ufe 
have Racine and Corneille made of Chri- 
ftian Subjedls, in fome of their bed Trage- 
dies ? What a Variety of Divine Scenes are 
difplayed, and pious Paflions awakened in thofe 
Poems? The Martyrdom of Polyeucte^ 
•how doth it reign over our Love and Pity, and 

at 
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at the fame time animate our Zeal and Devo- 
tion ! May I here be permitted the Liberty to 
return my Thanks to that fair and ingenious 
Hand * that directed me to fuch Entertain- 
ments in a foreign Language, which I had 
long wifhed for, and fought in vain in our own. 
Yet I mufl confefsj that the Davideis, and 
the two Arthurs, have fo far anfwered Boi- 
LEAu's Objection, in Englijh^ as that the Ob- 
llacles of attempting ChrillianPoefy are broken 
down, and the vain Pretence of its being im- 
practicable, is experimentally confuted f. 

It is true indeed, the Chriftian Myfteries 
have not fuch need of gay Trappings as 
beautified, or rather compofed, the Heathen 
Superftition. But this ftill makes for the 
greater Eafe and furer Succefs of the Poet. 
The Wonders of our Religion, in a plain Nar- 
ration and a fimple Drefs, have a native Gran- 
deur, a Dignity, and a Beauty in them, though 
they do not utterly difdain all Methods of Or- 
nament. The Book of the Revelations feems 
to be a Prophecy in the Form of an Opera^ or 
a Dramatic Poem, where Divine Art illuftrates 
the Subject with many charming Glories j but 

ftill 

♦ Philomela. 

f Sir Richard Blackmore, in his admirable Preface to 
his laft Poem entitled Alfredy has more copioufly refuted 
^BoiUaii% Arguments on this Subjedl, and that with 
great Juftice and Elegance, 1723. lam perfuaded that 
many Perfons who defpife the Poem would acknowledge 
thejait Sentiments of that Preface. 
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ftill it mufl be acknowledged, that the naked 
Themes of Chriftianity have fomething 
brighter and bolder in them, fomething more 
furprizingand celeftial than all the Adventures 
of Gods and Heroes, all the dazling Images of 
falfe Luftre that form and garnifli a Heathen 
Song : Here the very Argument would give 
wonderful Aids to the Mufe, and the heavenly 
Theme would fo relieve a dull Hour, and a 
languiHiing Genius, that when the Mufe nods, 
the Senfe would burn and fparkle upon the 
Reader, and keep him feelingly awake. 

Wit how much lefs Toil and Expencc 
might a Dryden, an Otway, a Congreve, 
or a Dennis, furnifli out a Chriftian Poem, 
than a modern Play ? there is nothing amongft 
all the ancient Fables, or later Romances, that 
have two fuch Extremes united in them, as 
the Eternal GOD becoming an Infant of Days? 
the Poflfeflbr of the Palace of Heaven laid to 
fleep in a Manger ; the Holy J ESUS^ who 
knew no Sin, bearing the Sins of Men in his 
Body on the Tree ; Agonies of Sorrow loading 
the Soul of Him who was GOD over all, 
blefled for ever •, and the Sovereign of Life 
ftretching his Arms on a Crofs, bleeding and 
expiring : The Heaven and the Hell in our 
Divinity are infinitely more delightful and 
dreadful than the childifh Figments of a Dog 
with three Heads, the Buckets of the Belides^ 
the Furies with fnaky Hairs, or all the flowry 

Stories 
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Stories of Elyjiim. And if weTurvey the one 
as Themes divinely true, and the other as a 
Medley of Fooleries which we can never be- 
lieve, the Advantage/or touching the Springs 
of Paffion will falF infinitely on the Side of 
the Chriftian Poet ; our Wonder and our Love, 
our Pity, Delight, and Sorrow, with the long 
Train of Hopes and Fears, muft needs be un- 
der the Command of an harmonious Pen, 
whofe every Line makes a Part of the Reader's 
Faith, and is the very Life or Death of his 
Soul. 

If the trifling and incredible Tales that fur- 
nifli out a Tragedy, are fo armed by Wit and 
Fancy, as to become Sovereign of the rational 
Powers, to triumph over all the Aflfeftions, 
and manage our Smiles and our Tears at Plea- 
fure 5 how wondrous a Conqueft might be ob- 
tained over a wild World, and reduce it, at 
leaft, to Sobriety, if the fame happy Talent 
were employed in drefling the Scenes of Relir 
gion in their proper Figures of Majefty, 
Sweetnefs, and Terror ? The Wonders of Cre- 
ating Power, of Redeeming Love, and Re- 
newing Grac|, ought not to be thus impioufly 
neglefted by thofe whom Heaven has endued 
with a Gift fb proper to adorn and cultivate 
them ; an Art whofe fweet Infinuations might 
almoft convey Piety in refilling nature, and 
melt the hardefl: Souls to the Love of Virtue. 
The Affairs of this Life, with their Reference 



i 
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to a Life to come, would (hine bright in a Dra- 
matic Defcription ; nor is there any need or 
any Reafon why we (hould always borrow the 
Plan or Hiftory from the ancient Jews^ or pri- 
mitive Martyrs ; though feveral of thefe would 
furnifh out noble Materials for this fort of Poe- 
fy :• But modern Scenes would be better under- 
{lood by moft Readers, and the Application 
would be much more eafy. The Anguifti" 
of inward Guih, the fecret Stings and Racks 
and Scourges of Confcience ; the fweet retiring 
Hours, and feraphical Joys of Devotion ; the 
Vidlory of a refolved Soul oyer a thoufand 
Temptations ; the inimitable Love and Paffion 
of a dying GOD ; the awful Glories of the 
laft Tribunal -, the grand decifive Sentence, 
from which there is no Appeal ; and the con- 
fequent Tranfportsor Horrors of the two eter- 
nal Worlds ; thefe things may be varioufly dif- 
pofed, and form many Poems. How might 
fuch Performances, under a Divine Blefling, 
. call back the dying Piety of the. Nation to Life 
\ and Beauty ? This would make Religion ap- 
! pear like itfelf, and confound the Blafphemies 
\ ot a profligate World, ignorant of pious Plea- 
; fures. * 

But we have Reafon to fear, that the tune- 
; ful Men of our Day have not raifed their Am- 
bition to jfo divine a Pitch •, I fhould rejoice to 
fee more of this Ccleftial Fire kindling with- 
in 
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in them \ for the Flalhes that break out in fbme 
prefent and pad Writings, betray an infernal 
Source. This the incomparable Mr. Cowley, 
in the latter End of his Preface, and the inge- 
nious Sir Richard Blackmore, in the Be- 
ginning of his, have fb pathetically defcrib'd 
and lamented, that I rather refer the Reader 
to mourn with them, than detain and tire him 
here. Thefe Gentlemen, in their large and 
laboured Works of Poefy, have given the 
World happy Examples of what they wifti and 
encourage in Profe ; the One in a rich Variety 
of Thought and Fancy, the other in all the 
fhining Colours of profufe and florid Diftion. 

If ftiorter Sonnets were compofed on fub- 
lime Subjefts, fuch as the Pfalms of David, 
and the holy Tranfports interfperfed in the 
other Sacred Writings, or fuch as the moral 
Odes of Horace, and the ancient Lyricks ; I 
perfuade myfelf, that the Chrijtian rreacheiv, 
would find abundant Aid from the Poet, in 
his Defign to diffufe Virtue, and allure Souls 
to G O D. If the Heart were firfl: inflamed 
from Heaven, and the Mufe were not left 
alone to form the Devotion, and purfue a cold 
Scent, but only called in as an Affiftant to the 
Worfliip, then the Song would end where the 
Irifpiration ceafesithe whole Compofure would 
be of a Piece, all meridian Light . and meridi- 
an Fervour ; and the fame pious Flame would 

be 
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be propagated, and kept glowing in the Heart 
of him that reads. Some of the ftiorter Odes 
of the two Poets now mentioned, and a few 
of the Reverend Mr. Norris's EfTays in 
Verfe, are convincing Inftances of the Succels 
of this Propofal. 

It is my Opinion alfo, that the free and un- 
confined Nombers of Pindar, or the noble 
Meafures of Milton without Rhime, would 
beft maintain the Dignity of the Theme, as 
well as give aLoofeto the devout Soul, nor 
check the Raptures of her Faith and I>ove. 
Though in my feeble Attempts of this kind, 
I have too often fettered my Thoughts in the 
narrow Metre of our Pfalm-Tranflators ; I 
have contraAed and cramped the Senfe, or ren- 
dered it obfcure and feeble, by the too fpcedy 
and regular Returns of Rhime. 

If my Friends exped any R.«afon of the 
following Compofurcs, and of the f5rft orfe- 
cond Publication, I entreat them to accept of 
this Account. 

The Title aflures them that Poefy is not the 
Bufinefs of my Life ; and if I feized thofe 
Hours of Leifure, wherein my Soul was in a 
more fprightly Frartiie, to entertain them or 
my felf with a Divine or Moral Song, I hope 
I (hall find an eafy Pardon. 

In the Firft Book are many Odes which 
were written to tiffift the Meditations and 
Worlhip of vulgar Chriflians, and withaDe- 

fign 
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fign to be publilhed in the Volume of Hymns^ 
which have now pafled a Second Imprelfion ; 
but upon the Review, I found fome Exprefli- 
ons that were not fuited to the plainefl Capa- 
city, and the Metaphors are too bold to pleale 
the weaker Chriftian, therefore I have allotted 
them a Place here. 

Amongst the Songs that are dedicated to 
Divine Love^ I think I may be bold to aflert, 
that I never compofed one Line of them with 
any other Defign than what they are applied 
to here ; and I have endeavoured to fecure 
them all from being perverted and debafed to 
wanton Paffions, by feveral Lines in them that 
can never be applieci to a meaner Love. Are 
not the noblefljtaftances of the Grace of Chrift 
, reprefented uhd^r the Figure of a Conjugal 
State, and defcribed in one of the fweeteft 
Odes, and the fofteft Paftoral that ever was 
written ? I appeal to Solomon *, in his Songy 
and his Father David, in Pfal. xlv. if Da- 
vid was the Author : And I am well aflured, 
that I have never indulged an equal Licence : 
It was dangerous to iniitate the Sacred Writers 
too nearly^ m lb nice an Aflfair. 

The Poems f acred to Firtue^ &c. were 
formed when the Frame and-Huriiour of my 

..^: . ■ . ^Soul 

♦ SoUmonUSon^ was fnach more inufe among Prcach- 
; crs and Writers of Divinity when tbefe Poems were writ- 
ten than it is now. 1736. » 
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Soul wasjuft fuited to the Subjeft of my Verfe : 
The Image of my Heart is painted in them ; 
and if they meet with a Reader whofe Soul is 
akin to mine, perhaps they may agreeably en- 
tertain him. The Dulnefs of the Fancy, and 
Coarfenefs of Expreffion, will difeppear ; the 
Samenefe of the Humour will create a Pleafure, 
and infenfibly overcome and conceal the Defeds 
of the Mufe. Young Gentlemen and Ladies, 
whofe Genius and Education have given them 
a Relifti of Oratory and Verfe, may be tempted 
to feek Satisfadlion among the dangerous Di- 
verfions of the Stage, and impure Sonnets, if 
there be no Provifion of a fafer kind made to 
. pleafe them. While I have attempted to gra- 
tify innocent Fancy in thisrefpe£t, I have not 
forgotten to allure the Heart to Virtue, and to 
raife it to a Difiiain of *rutal Pleafures. The 
frequent Interpofition of a devout Thought may 
awaken the Mind to a ferious Sepfe ©f G D, 
Religion, and Eternity. The fame Duty that 
might be defpifed in a Sermon, when propofed 
to their Reaibn, may here, perhaps., feize the 
lower Faculties with Surprize, Delight, and 
Devotion at once ; and thus, by Degrees, draw 
the fuperior Powers of the Mind to Piety. A- 
mongft the infinite Numbers of Mankind, there 
is notffDore Difference in their outward Shape 
and Fe#|u:es, tjian in their Temper and inward 
Inclination^ Some are more eafily fufceptive 

of 
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of Religion in a grave Difcourfe and fedate 
Reafoning. Some are beft frighted from Sin 
and Ruin by Terror, Threatning and Amaze- 
ment ; their Fear is the propereA Paffion to 
which we can addrefs ourfelves, and begin the 
Divine Work : Others can feel no Motive fo 
powerful as that which applies itfelf to their In- 
genuity, and their polifh'd Imagination. Now 
1 thought it lawful to take hold of any Handle 
of the Soul, to lead it away betimes from vi- 
cious Pleafures ; and if I could but make ujp a 
Compofition of Virtue and Delight, fuited to 
the Tafte of well-bred Youth, and a refin'd 
I Education, I had fome Hope to allure and raife 
them thereby above the vile Temptations of de- 
generate Nature, and Cuftom, that is yet more 
dejgenerate. When I have felt a flight Inclina- 
tion to Satyr or Burlefque, I thought it proper 
to fupprefs it. The grinning and the growling 
Mufe are not hard to be obtained ; but I would 
diidain their Afliftance, where a manly Invita- 
[ tipn to Virtue, and a friendly Smile may be fiic- 
cefsfuUy employed. Could I perfuade any Man 
by a kinder Method, I fliould never think it 
proper to fcold or laugh at him. 

Perhaps there are fome morofe Readers;' 

that (land ready to condemn every Line that's 

Swritten upon the Theme of Low; but have 

Iwe not the Cares and the Felicities of that fort 

of fecial Life reprefented to us in the facrcd 

B Writings? 
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Writings ? Some Expreflions are there 
cwith a Defign to give a mortifying Influ- 
to our fofteft AfFeftions ; others again brf 
en the Chara^er of that State, and allure 
.tuous Souls to purfue the divine Advantag 
, it, the mutual Affiftance in the way to S^ 
tion. Are not the cxxvii*^ and cxxviii^** PJ 
indited on this very Subjeft? Shall it be la 
for the Prefe and the Pulpit to treat of it - 
a becoming Solemnity in Profe, and muft 
Mention of the fame Thing in Poefy be 
nounced for ever unlawful ? Is it utterly 
svorthy of a ferious Charafter to write on 
Argument, becaufe it has been unhappily 
Juted by (bme fcurrilous Pens? -Why may 1 
fce permitted to obviate a common and a gi 
ing Mifchief, while a thouland vHe Poen 
the amorous kind fwarm abroad, and gi 
iricious Taint to the unwary Reader ? I Wi 
fell the World that I have endeavoured t( 
cover this Argument out of the Hands of 
pure Writers, and to make it appear, that 
tue and Love are not fuch Strangers as i 
Wc reprefented. The blifsful Intimacy of S 
in that State will afford fufficientFurnitun 
the graveft Entertainment in Verfe 5 fo th 
«ced not be everlaftingly drefs'd up in f 
cule, nor aflumed only to furnifh out the 1 
ijSonnets of the Times. May fome hap 
genius promote the iame Service that I 
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pos'd, • and by fuperior Senfe, and fweeter 
Sound, render what I have written contemp- 
ble and iifelefs. 

The Imitations of that nobleft Latin Poet 
of modern Ages, Casii^ire Sarbiewski of 
Polandy would need no Excufe, did they but 
arife to the Beauty of the Original. I have of- 
iten taken the Freedom to add ten or twenty 
Lines, or to leave out as many, that I might 
fuit my Song more to my own Defign, or be- 
caufe I faw it impoffible to prefcnt the Force, 
the Finenefe, and the Fire of his Expreffion in 
our Language. There are a few Copies where- 
in I borrow-d (bme Hints from the fame Au- 
thor, without the Mention of his Name in the 
Title. Methinks I can allow (b (bperior a Ge- 
nius now and then to be lavifli in his Imagin- 
ation, and to indulge fome Excurfions beyond 
the Limits of fedate Judgment : The Riches 
and Glory of his Verfe make Atonement -in 
abundance. I wi(h fome Englijb Pen would 
import more of his Treafures, and blefs our 
Nation. 

The Infcriptions to particular Friends, are 
warranted and defended by the Pradiice of al- 
moft all the Lyric Writers. They frequently 
convey the rigid Rules of Morality to the 
Mind in the fofter Method of Applaufe. Suf- 
tain'd by their Example, a Man will not eafily 
be overwhelmed by the heavieft Cenfures of 
B 2 the 
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the unthinking and unknowing; efpecial 
>when there is a Shadow of this Praflice in i\ 
Divine Pfalntift^ while he infcribes to Asap 
or Jeduthun his Songs that were made f< 
the Harp, or (which is all one) his Lyric Ode 
tho' they areaddrefs'd to GOD himfelf. 

In the Po^ms vf Heroic Meafurcy I have a 
tempted in Rhime th.e fame Variety of C 
dence, Comma and Period, which blank Ver 
glories in as its peculiar Elegance and Omj 
ment. It degrades the Excellency of the be 
VerfiFcation when the Lines run on by Coi 
plets, twenty together, juft in the famePac 
and with the fame Paufes. It fpoils the n< 
bleft Pleafure of the Sound : The Reader 
tir'd with the tedious Uniformity, or charm 
to flcep with the unmanly Softnefs of tl 
Numbers, and the perpetual Chime of eve 
Cadences. 

In the Effays without Rbime, I have not f 

tipMiLTON'for a perfeft Pattern ; though I 

fhall be for ever honoured as our Deliver 

/from the Bondage. His Works contain adir 

irable and unequalled Inftances of bright ar 

:f>eautiful Diftion, as well as Majefty and S 

jenenefs of Thought. There are feveral Ef 

fodes in his longer Works, that Hand in i 

jpreme Dignity without a Rival ; yet all th 

vaft Reverence with which I read his Parad 

Jjoji^ cannot perfuade me to be charm'd wi 

eve 
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^cvery Page of it. The Length of his Periods, 
and fomctimes of his Parenthefes, runs me out 
of Breath : Some of his Numbers feem too 
harfh and uneafy. I could never believe that 
Roughnefs and Obfcurity added any thing to. 
the true Grandeur of a Poem : Nor will I ever 
affe<5t Archaifrns, Exoticifms, and a. quaint 
Uncouthnefs of Speeclij, in order to becomei 
perfectly Mihomun. 'Tis my Opinion that 
Blank Verfe may be written with ali due Ele- 
vation of Thought in a modern Stile, without 
borDow.ing any thing fron^ Chaucer's Talies, 
orrunoing back ij^ far a3 the Days of CouN tbi 
Skepber4i ^d the Reigu of the Fairy ^een. 
llic Oddoefs of an antiqjue Sound gives, but a 
hiXc Pleafure to the Ear, and abufes the true 
RelUh^ even when it works Delight. There 
wegre forne fuch Judges of PoeTy among the old 
Romany and Martial ingenioUflyleughs at 
one of them, that wa^ pleafed even to Afto- 
nifliment with ob&^ete Words and Figures. 
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Attonitufque legis terrai frugiferaL 

So the ill-drawi) Poftures and Diftortions of 
Shape that we meet with in Cbihefe Pidtures 
charm a fickly Fancy by their very Aukward- 
jicfej (b a diftemper'd Appetite will chew Coals 
and Sand) and pronounce it guflful. 

B 5 Ik 
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In the Pindarics I have generally cx)nfbrm*d 
my Lines to the fliorter Size of the Ancients, 
and avoided to imitate the exceffive Lengths 
to which fome modern Writers have ftretch'd 
their Sentences, and efpecially the concluding 
Verfe. In thefe the Ear is the trueft Judge ; 
nor was it made to be enflaved to any precife 
Model of elder or later times. 

After all, I muft petition my Reader to 
lay afide the four and fuUen Air of Critickrn, 
and to afliime the Friend. Let him chufe (uch 
Copies to read at particular Hours, when the 
Temper of his Mind is fuit^ to the Song. 
Let him come with a Defire to be entertained 
and pleas'd, rather than to feek his own DiA 

fuft and Averfion, which will not be hard to 
nd. I am not fo vain as to think there are 
no Faults, nor fo blind as to efpy none : Tho* 
1 hope the Multitude of Alterations in this Se- 
cond Edition are not without Amendment. 
There is fo large a Difference between this and 
the former, in the change of Titles, Lines, 
and whole Poems, as well as in the various 
Tran(pofitions, that 'twould be ufelefs and end- 
Icfs, and all Confufion, for any Reader tocom- 
^ pare them throughout. The Additions alfo 
make up almoft half the Book, and fome of 
thefe have need of as m>ny Alterations as the 
former. Many a Line needs the File to polifh 
the Roughnefe of it, and many a Thought 

wants 
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wants richer Language to adorn and make it 
fliine. Wide'Defefts and equal Superfluities 
may be found, efpecially in the larger Pieces ; 
but I have at prefent neither Inclination nor 
Lei(ure to correft, and I hope I never Ihall. 
'Tis one of the biggeft Satisfadtions I take in 
giving this Volume to the World, that I ex- 
pedt to be for ever free from the Temptation 
of making or mending Poems again *. So that 
my Friends may be perfec^tly fecure againft this 
Impreflion's grov/ing wafl:e upon their Hands, 
and ufelefs as the former has done. Let Minds 
that are better furniflied for fuch Performances 
rarfue thefe Studies, if they are convinced that 
roefy can be made ferviceable to Religion and 
Virtue. As for myfelf, I almoft blufli to 
think that I have read (b litde, arid written for 
much. The following Years pf my Life fliall 
be more intirely devoted to the immediate and 
direct Labours of my Station, excepting thofe 
Hours that may be employed in finiftiing my 
Inaitation of the Pfalms of David, in Oirif^ 
tian Language, which I have now promised 
the World t. 

I cannot court the World to purchafe this 

Bcx)k for their Pleafure or Entertainment, by 

B 4 telling 

• Naturam expettas fored licet ^ ufqui recurret, Hor. 
Will this fhort Note of Horace excufe a Man who has re- 
•fitted Nature man^ Years, but has been fometimes overt 
come ? 1736. Edition the 7th • 

•f- £1 the Year 171 9 theie were finiflied and printed. 
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telling •em that any one Copy entirely pteafes 
me. The beft of them finks below the Idea 
which I form of a Divine or Moral Ode. He 
that deals in the Myfteries of Heaven, or of 
the Mufes, fliould be a Genius of no vulgar 
Mould : And as the Name Vates belongs to 
bqth ; {6 the Furniture of both is comprised 
id that Line of Horace, 

f— C«/ Mens Divinior^ atque Os 
Magna Sonaturum-'---^ 

But what Juvenal (pake in his Age^ 
abides true m ours : A compleat Poet or a 
Proj^et is ilich a one i 

^^^alem nequeo monjtrarey Sfentio tantum. 

,Peiihaps neither of thefeChara^aers in Per- 
feftipn fliafl ever be feen on Earth, till the fe- 
venth Angel has founded his awful Trumpet v 
tilithcV|<Story be compleat over the Beafli and, 
biaimage^ when the Natives ofHeavcn (hall 
join in Confort with Prophets and Saints, and 
jB^g to thcSr -golden Harps SalvatioHy Honour 
and Glory H bim that Jits upon the "Tbrone^ and 
it^tbe'LAU^ for even 

On 
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On Reading 

il/n WATT S's Poems 

Sacrrd to 

Piety and Devotion"* 

REgardtheMoHy loho, infiraphicLaySt 
Andfltywing Numbers^ fings his, M^A^^l Prai/k 4 ^ 

He needs imjoke no fabled Mufe*s Ar4y 
The heavenly Song comes genuine from bis Heart, ' 
From that pure Heart, *wbich GOD has deigrCd t* i^fpir^ " 
With holy Raptures, and a facred Fire, 
Thrice happy Man ! <whofeSoul, and gwitlefs Breaff^ 
Are nuellprepard to lodge th^ AbmghtyGuift! ^ 

^Tis HE that lends thy tow'ring Thoughts theirPTtng^*' 
And tunes thy Lyre^ luhen thou attempt' /I to ling: 
HE to thy Soul lets in celeflial Day, '. ' ^ • ' • 

E'v*n luhilft imprifon^d in tlXyfk§rtal Clay^ 
By Death's grim Afpe£l thou ari i§ot akiritfdi '^ . . . ; • . , ^ 
HE, for thy Sake, has death ilfiif difai^mWi .,*'" — 
Korjhall the Grave o'er thee a Fid'ry boaft j 
Her Triumph in thy Rijingjhall it hfi'. 
When thou Jhalt join th* angiUc Chairs abeve, . . 

h never-ending ^tags^Fr^crndLKve^ , y /\:... 

: EiTGjgBiA. 
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iJfr. w A T T s, 

O N H I S 

f^CEMS Sacred to Devotion. 
I. 

^*T^ murmuring Streams, in tender Strmus^ 
JL My penjive Mufe no more 
9/li9vft enebanting Force cdmpUdus^ 
Along the fiowry Shore. 
H 
5P& iiereMiKTihho^s/afalFact 

Mj fuiet Breaft alarms, 
^Ejes, bis Air, and youtbful Grace^ 
Haw loft their ufualG>arms^ 

IIL 
^9 ga^ Albzis in the Grove 

Shaliienff/uturefbeme: 
^ bam vuitb an immortal Love, 

Audftng a purer Flame* 

IV. 
Cerafbie fleigbts J/eem to gain 

Jnd/acredTran^ts/eel, 
While, W AT-T S, to thy celeftial Strain, 
Surpri%'d, lUftenftiU. 

V- 72 



^AjrhegBAig SMmm their Courfe forieoF^ 
f When I thy Upfs ftpeat I 

The hernUng Torefl lends an Ear; 
The Birds their Notes forget. 

VL 

With,/uch a graceful Harmony , 
Thy Numbers Jiill prolongs 

And let remoteft Lands reply y 
And eccho to thy Song. 

VIL 

Far as the diftant Regions^ nsihere 
The beauteous Morning Jprings^ 

Andfcatters Odours through the Air^ 
From her refplendent Wings ; 

viir. 

XJnto the new found 'Rudms^ nsfhichfei 

*[he latter Sun arife, 
Wheny lAJttb an eafy Progrefs, he 

Rolls down the Nether Skies, 



July, 1706. 



Philomela^ 
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TO 



Mr. I, WAT T S, 

On reading his 

HORiE LYRIC -a:. 



HAIL9 hfOfven-hom Mu/e! thativM celefii^il Flame^ 
And high/erafbic Numbers^ durft attempt 
To gain thy najti've Shes. No common 7hente 
Merits tky Tbought^ felf-confaous of a Soul 
St^eriofy though on Earth detain d a^while% 
iahfome propitious Angela thafs dejigtid 
A Refident in this inferior Orh, 
7o guide the wandering Souls to heamenly Blifs, 
ThoufeenCft ; nuhile thou their everlaftihg Songs 
Hafiftmg to mortal Ears, and down to Earth . 
^rmmferd the Work ofHea'uen j with Thought fublime^ 
JM high fonorous Words, thou^fweetly Jing^ ft 
fV thr/i immortal lyre* Amazd^ n»e 'view 
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Ti^ towering Height ftupendovs^ nuhik thoufiar^fi 
Ahvue the Reach of<vulgar Eyes or Thought, 
Ujnming th^ eternal Father ; as of Old 
Whenfirft th' Almighty from the dark Ahyfs 
Of e^erlafling Wight and Silence calld 
^bejbimng Worlds tvith one creating Word^ 
And raised from nothing all the hea'venly Hofi, 
And with external Glories f/l*d the Foid, 
Harmonious Seraphs tun^d their golden Harps ^ 
Andnjoith their ^/^^^jr/w/ Hallelujahs hlefs*d 
The bounteous Author of their Happinefs ; 
From Orb to Orb th'' alternate Mttfck rang^ 
And from the Cryftal Arches of the Sky 
Reach'* d our then glorious World, the native Seat 
Ofthefirft happy Fair, iJohojoiiCd their Songs 
To the loudEccho^s of th'' angelic Choirs 9 
And fit d luith blifsfid Hymns , terrefrial Heaven , 
The Paradife of God luhere all Delights 
Abounded, and the pure ambrofialAirj 
Tanned by mild Zephyrs, breathed eternal SineetSf 
Forbidding "Death andSorronjUy and beftow^d 
Frejh heavenly Bloom^ and gay immortal Tou$h. 

Notfo, alas! the vile apofiate Race, . 
Who in mad Joys their brutal Hours employ'* d, 
Affaulting vuith their impious Blafphemiee 
The Povjer fupreme that geeve them Life and Breath i 
Incarnate fiends I outragimu- they defy* d 
Tb' Eternals Thunder, /md almighty Wrath 
Eearlefs provoked, vuhich all the other Devils 
Would dread to meet j remembring well the Dayt 



When driven from pure immortal Seats oBovi, 
A fiery Tempeft burPd '«w dovm the Skies y 
And bung upon the Rear^ urging their Fall 
To the dark, deep, un/athomahle Gu/fh, 
Where bound on fulph^rous Lakes to glowing Rocks 
With adamantine Chains , they <wail their Wees, 
And know Jehovah Great as well as Goodi 
And fix* d for ever by Eternal Fate, 
With Horror find his Arm Omnipotent* 

Prodigious Madnejs ! that the /acred Mufe, 
Wirft taught in Heaven to motmt imsnortal Heights, 
And trace the boundle/s Glories of the Sfy, 
Should now to every Idol hafely bow. 
And, curje the Deity fibe once ador'd, 
EreSing trophies to each fordid Vice, 
And celebrating the infernal Praife 
Of haughty iM^xhr, the defperate Foe 
Of God and Man, and vainning every Hour 
' itew Votaries to Hell^ vohiU all the Fiends 
Hear thefe accurfed Ler^s, and thus outdone 
Raging they try to match the Human Race, 
Redoubling all their hellijb Blajphenues, 
And with loud Curfes rend the gloomy Vault. 

Ungrateful Mortals ! ah! too late you^ II find 
What ^eis to banter Heaven /tnd laugh at Hell', 
To drefs up Vice infalfe delufive Charms^ 
And with gay Colours paint her hideous Face, 
LeaMng befitted Souls thrd fiow'ry Paths, 
pi gaudy Drems, and vain fantafiick Joys 



a 



Jp £fmal Scenes rf everlafiing Wu ; 

When the great Judge Jhall rear his awful Throitr, 

And raging Flames furround the trembling Globey 

While the loudThunders roar from Pole to Poky 

And the lafi Trump anxjakes thejleeping Deadi 

And guilty Souls to ghafily Bodies driven y. 

Within thofe dire eternal Prifons Jbuf, 

Exfe^ their fad inexorable Doom, 

Say no^y ye Men of ffit ! ijohat Turn of Thought 

Will pleafe you then / alaSy ho'iv dull and poor y 

E'u^n toyourfehves iJillyour te*wd Flights appear! 

Ho^ fwillyou ewvy then the huppy Fate 

Of Idiots 1 and perhaps in fuainyot^ II nAnJhy 

Tou^d been as ^very Fools as once you thought 

OtherSyforthefuhlimefiWifdomfcorn^di 

When pointed Lightnings from the ^wrathful Judge 

Shall Jinge your Laurels y and the Men 

Who thought they fenvfo high, Jhall fall fi low» 

No morey mf Mufe, of that tremendous Thoughty^ 
Refume thy more delightful Theme, and Jing 
TW Immortal Many that 'with Immortal Ferfe- 
Fti'vals the Hymns of Angels y -and like them 
Defpifes mortal Criticks idle Rules: 
While the celeflial Flame that ^warms thy Soul 
'^njpires us, and *with holy Tran^orts moves 
Our labouring Minds, and nobler Scenes prefents 
Than all the Pagan Poets ever fungy 
Homer, or Virgil ; and far fweeter Notes 
Than Horace e<uer taught his founding Lyrey 
And purer fary thd" Mkktiki: s felf might feem 
A mod^ft Foet in our dhrijiian Days^ 



May thofe forgotten and negieSted lie^ 

No more let Men he fond offahUous Gods^ 

Nor Heathen IVit debauch one Chrifiian Line^ 

While ivith the coarfe and daubing Faint we hidt 

^hejbining Beauties of eternal Truth, 

That in her^ natinje Drefs appears moft bright. 

And charms the Eyes of Angels j'-^Oh! like thee 

Let every nobler Genius tune his Voice 

T'o Subje^s 'worthy of their touring Thoughts. 

Let H E AV E N and Anna then your, tuneful Art 

Improve, and ccnfecrate your deathlefs Lays 

To Him 'who reigns above^ and Her who rules belomi. 

April 17, 1706. 

Joseph SxANDENi. 
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TO 

Mr. WAT T S, 

O N H I S 

DIVINE F O EM S, 



SAY^ Human-Seraph, nvhence that charming Force ^ 
That Flame! that Soul! ^which animates eachLinSi. 
And how it runs lAjtih/uch a graceful Eafe^ 
Loaded 'With pond*r(m$ Senfe t Say, did not He, 
7 he lovely Jesus, ^who commands thy Breaft, 
Injpire thee tvith himfelf? With Jesus d^wells. 
Knit in nrffterious Bands, the Paraclete, 
The Breath of GO Y>, the everlafiing Source 
t)f Love \ and luhat is Love in Souls like thine. 
But Airy and Incenfe to the Poefs Fire ? 
Should an expiring Saint <whofe fwimming Eyes 
Mingle the Images of Things about him,. 
But bear the kafi exalted of thy Strains, 
Utftio g^edily hid drink the Mufick in^ 



Thinking his HeanPnly Qonvoy waited near ! 
So great a Strefs ofponuerful Harmony^ 
Nature unable longer tofufiidn^ 
Wou^dfink ofprefs*d with Joy to endJefs Rejl. 

Let none hencefirth of Providence complain^ 
'As if the World of Spirits lay unknonvn. 
Fenced round ivith black impenetrable Night ; 
What tho* nojbining Angel darts from thence 
With Leave to pubVtJh Things concealed from Senfey 
In Language bright as theirs ^ ijoe here are told. 
When Life its narrow Round of Years hath rolPd^ 
What ''tis'employs the Bkfs'dy what makes their Blifi ; 
§ongsfuch as WATTSV are, and Love like his. 

But then, dear Sir, he cautious how you ufe. 
To Tranfplfrtsfo intenfely rats'* d your Mufe, 
Left, ivhile th^ ecftatick Intpulfe you obey. 
The Soul leap out, and drop the duller Clay, 

Henry Grove. 



TO 



T O 

Dr. WATTS, 

On the Fifth Edition of his 

HORiELYRICiE. 

SO*v€reign of Sacred Verfe ; accipt the Loj^s 
Of a young Bard that dares attempt thy Praije, 
ji Mu/e, the meane^ of the 'vocal Throngs ' , ■ 

New to the Bajs, nor equal to the Song, 
Fir'd ivith the growing Glories of thy Fame 
Joins all her Powers to celebrate thy Name. 

No vulgar Themes thy pious Mufe engage 
No Scenes of Lufi pollute thy facred Page. 
Tou in maqeftick Numbers mount the Skies ^ 
And meet defcending Angels as you rifcy 
Whofejufi applaufes charm the cronuded Groves ^ 
And Addison /i^ tuneful Song approves. 
Soft Harmony and manly Vigour. join 
To form the Beauties of each fprigj?tly Line^ 
For every Grace of every Mufe is thine. 
Milton, immortal Bard, Divinely Bright, 
ConduSs his Favorite Jo the Realms of Lights 
Where RaphaelV Lyre charms the celeftial Throng, 
Delighted Cherubs liJTning to the Song : 

From 



\ 



V 

Trotn Bli/s to Blifs the haffy Beings rove 

Jind tafie tie Siveets ofMuJkk and of Love, 

But vohen the fofter Scenes of Life you painty 

And join the beauteous Virgin to the Saint y 

When you defcribe honvfpw the happy Pairs, 

Whofe Hearts united fof ten all their Cares, 

We fee to whom thefv^eeteft Joys belong, 

And M\fik*s Beauties cofffecreae your Song, 

Fain the unnumberd Graces 1 nuould tell. 

And on the pleafing Theme for ever diAtell j 

But the Mufe faints, unequal to the Flight, 

And hears thy Strains tvith Wonder and Delight, 

When Tombs of Princes Jhall in Ruins lie, 

Akdall, but Heaven-born ?itty Jhall die^ 

When the laft Trumpet awakes thejileni Dead^ 

And each lajciviou's Poet hides his Heady 

With thee Jhall thy divine IJRANrA rife, 

Crvwr^d with frejh Laurels to thy native Skies t 

Gnat How and Gov gl JheJl hail, thee on thy Wct^y 

And welcome thee to the bright Realms of Day, 

Adapt thy tuneful Notes to Heavenly Strings, 

And join the Lytic Od^ ivhilefome fair Seraph Jtngs. 



Sicfpirat, ficoptat 

Tui amantiffimus 

Britannicus, 




HORJE LTRICM. 

BOOK I. 

Sacred to Devotion and Piety. 

' Worjbipping with Fear, 




I H O dares attempt th' Eternal Nam^ 
With Notes of mortal Sound ? 
Dangers and Glories guard the Theme, 
And fpfead Defpair around. 

II. 
Deftruftion waits t' obey his Frown, 

And Heaven attends. his Smile : 
A Wreath of Lightning arms his Crown, 
£ttt Love adorns it fUll. 

HI. C©^ 



2 LTRIC POEMS, Bodkl. 

in. 

Cdiellial King, tmr Spirits lie 

Trembling beneath thy Feet, 
And wifh, and caft a longing Eye, 
[ To reach thy lofty Seat. ■ ^. . . 

When fhall we fee the Great Unknown, 
, And in thy Prefence Hand ? 
Reveal the Splendors of thy Throne, 
But fhield us with thy Hand. 

V. 

In thee what endlefs Wonders meet f 

What various Glory fhines ! 
The crofling rays too £ercely beat 

Upon our fainting Minds. 

VI. 

Angels are loft in fweet Surprize 

If thou unvail thy Grace ; 
And humble Awe runs thro' the Sides, 

When Wrath arrays thy Face. 

VII. 
When Mercy joins' with Majefty 

To fpread their Beams abroad. 
Not all their faireft Minds on high 

Are Shadows of a God. 

VIII. 
Thy Works the ftrongeft Seraph fings 

In a too feeble Strain, 
And labours hard on all his Strings 

To reach thy Thoughts in vain. 

IX.Cre- 
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IX. 

I Created Powers, how weak they be f 
How (hort our Praifes fall ! 
So much akin to Nothing We, 
And 1 hou th' Eternal All. 



' ll^ ^ Tp ^^^^^^^ ^ '^i^ 



jifiing Leave to Jing. 

I. 

YET, mighty GOD, indulge xny Tongue, 
Nor let thy Thunders roar, 
Whilft the young Notes and vent'roui Song 
To Worlds of Glory foar. 

II. 
If thou my daring FKght forbid. 

The Mufc folds up her Wings j 
Or at thy Wcs-d her (lender Reed 

Attempts Almighty Things. 

III. 
Her flender Reed infpir'd jby Thee 

Bids a new Eden grow. 
With blooming Life on every Tree, 

And fpreads a Heav'n below. 

IV. 

She mocks the Trumpet's loud Alarms 

Fiird with thy dreadful Breath ; 
And calls th' Angelick Hoft to Arms^ 

To give th^ Nutio&s P^ath. 



V. Biit 
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V. 

IBut \vhen (he taftes her Saviour's Love, ^ 

And feels the Rapture ftrong. 
Scarce the divineft Harp above 

Aims at a fwecter Song, 



Divine Judgments. 

I. 

NOT from the Dull my Sorrows fpring, 
Nor drop my Comforts from the lower Skies ; 

Let all the baneful Planets flied 

Their mingled Curfes on my Head, 
How vain their Curfes, if th' Eternal King 
Look thro' the Clouds and blefs mc with his Byes. 

Creatures with all their boafled Sway 

Are but his Slaves, and muft obey ; 

They wait their Orders from above. 
And execute liia Word, the Vengeance, or the Love. 

IL 

'Tis by a Warrant from his Hand 

The gentler Gales are bound to fleep : 
The North Wind blufters, and aflumcs Command . 

Over the Defert and the Deep ; 

Old Borxas with his freezing Pow'rs 
Turns the Earth Iron, makes the Ocean Glafs, 
Arrefts the dancing Riv'Jets as. they pafs. 

And chains them moT«kis to thsir Shores ; 

The 
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The grafing Ox lows to the geh'd Skiea, 

Walks o'er the Marble Meads with witheriag Eyes, 

Walks o'er the folid Lakes, faufFs up the Wind, and dies* 

III. 

Fly to the Polar World, my Song, 
'And mourn the Pilgrims there, (a wretched Throng!) 

Seiz'd and bound in rigid Chains, 
A Troop of Statues on the Ruffian Plains, 
And Life ftands frozen in the Purple Veins. 
Atheift, forbear ; no more blafpheme : 
God has a thoufand Terrors in his Name» 
A thoufand Armies at Command, 
Waiting the Signal of his Hand, 
And Magazines of Froft, and Magazines of Flame. 
Drefs thee in Steel to meet his Wrath j 
His (harp Artillery from the North 
Shall pierce thee to the Soul, and fhake thy mortal Frame; 
Sublime on Winter's rugged Wings 
If He rides in Arms along the Sky, 

And fcatters Fate on Swains and Kings j 

And flocks and Herds, and Nations die; 
While impious Lips, profanely bold, * 
Grow pale ; and, quivering at his dreadful Cold^ 
Give their own Blafphemies the Lie. 

IV. 

The Mifchiefs that infeft the Earth, 
^ When the hot Dog-ftar fires the Realms on high, 
W Drought and Difeafe, and cruel Dearth, 

I Are but the Flafhes of a wrathful Eye 

From the incens'd Divinity. 



\ 
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In vain our parching Palates tkirft 
For vital Food in vain we cry, 

And pant for vital Breath % 
The verdant Fields are burnt to Duft. 
The Sun has drunk the Channels dry. 

And all the Air is Death. 
Ye Scourges of our Maker's Rod, 
•Tis at his dread Command, at his imperial Nod 
You deal your various Plagues abroad. 

_ V. • 
Hail, Whirlwinds, Hurricanes and Floods 
That all the leafy Standards fbip. 
And bear down with a mighty Sweep 
The riches of the Fields, and Honours of the Woods ; 
Storms, that ravage o'er the Deep, 
And bury Millions in the Waves ; 
Earthquakes, that in Midnight-Sleep 
Turn Cities into Heaps, and make our Beds our Graves ; 

While you difpenfe your mortal Harms, Y 

Tis the Creator's Voice that founds your loud Alarms, 
When Guilt with louder Cries provokes aGon to Arms. 
VI. 

for a Meffage from above 
To bear my Spirits up ! 

Some Pledge of my Creator's love 
To calm my Terrors and fupport my Hope ! 

Let Waves and Thunders mix and roar, 
Be thou my God, and the whole World is mine; ^ 

While thou art Sovereign, I'm fecure ; 

1 (hall be rich till thou art poor ; 

For all I fear, and all I wifh, Heav'n, Earth and Hell * 
are thine. 

Earth 
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H 



Earth and Heaven. 

I. 

'AST thou not feen, impatient Boy? 
Ilafl thou not read the folemn Truth, 
That grey Experience writes for giddy Youth 
On every Mortal Joy ? 
Pkafitre mufl he dajFd ivith Pain : 
And yet with heedlefs Kalle, 
The thirfly Boy repeats the Tafle, 
Nor hearkens to Defpair> but tries the Bowl again. 
The Rills of Pleafure never run fincere j 

(Earth has^no unpolluted Spring) 
From the curs'd Soil fome dang'rous Taint they Lear ; 
So Rofes grow on Thorns, and HOney wears a Sting; 

In vain we feek a Heaven below the Sky j 
The World has falfe, but flatt'ring Charms : 

Its diftant Joys fhow big in our Efteem,. 

But leffen ftill as they draw near the Eye ; 
In our Embrace the Viiions die, 
And when we grafp the airy Forms 
We lofe the pleafmg Dream. 

^*.'* Earthy with her Scenes of gay Delight, 
Is but a L^ndlkip rudely drawn, 
I With glaring Coloxixs, and falfe ligVit; 
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Diflance commends it to the Sight, 
For Fools to gaze upon ; 

But bring the naufeous Daubing nigh, 
Coarfe and confus'd the hideous Figures lie, 
JDilTolve the Pleafure^ and ofFend the Eye. 

ly. 

Look up my Soul, pant tow'rd th' Eternal Hills ; 

TJiofe Heavens are fairer than they feem ; 
There Pleafures all fmcere glide on in Cryftal Rills, 

There not a Dreg of guilt defiles. 
Nor Grief difturbs the Stream. 

That Canaan knows no noxious Thing, 

No curfed Soil, no tainted Spring, 
Nor Rofes grow on Thorns, nor Honey wears a Sting. 



Felicity Above. 

I. 

NO,. His ii^ vain to feek for Blifs ; 
For Blifs can ne'er be found 
'Till we arrive where Jesus is. 
And tread on heav nly Ground. 
li. 
There's nothing round thcfc painted Skies, 

Or round his dully Clod ; • 

Nothing, my Soul, that's worth thy Joys, *i •• 

Or lovely as thy God, 

HI. 'Tis 
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III. ^ 

'Tis Heav'n on Earth to tafte his Love, 

To feel his quickning Grace ; 
And all the -Heav'n I hope above 
Is but to fee his Face. 

IV. 
Why move jny Years in flow Del^ ? 

OGoDof Ages! why? 
Let the Spheres cleave, and mark my w&y 
To the fuperior Sky. 

V. 
Dear Sovereign, break thefe vital Strings 

That bind me to my Clay ; 
Take me, Uriel, on thy "Wings, 
And fbetch and foar away. 

GoD*s Dominion and Decrees. 

I. 

KEEP Silence, all created Things, 
And wait your Maker*s Nod : 
The Mufe flands trembling while ihe fings 
The Honours of her God. 
• 11. 
-Life, Death, and Hell, and Worlds unknown 

Hang on his firm Decree : 
He fits on no precarious Throne, 
Nor borrows Leave to Be. 

C a \\\,'^^. 
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III. 

Th' Almighty Voice bid ancient Night 

Her endlefs Realms reiign, 
And lo, ten thoufand Globes of Light 

In Fields of Azure fhine. 
IV. 
Now Wifdom with fuperior Sway 

Guides the raft moving Frame, 
Whilft all the Ranks of Being pay 

Deep Rev'rence to his Name. 
V. 
He fpake ; The Sun obedient flood. 

And held the falling Day : 
Old^ Jordan backward drives bis Flood^ 

And difappoints the Sea. 
VI. 
lord of the Armies of the Sky, 

fHe inarihals all the Stars; 
Red Cometi lift their Banners high. 

And wide proclaim his Wars. 
VII. 
ChainM to his Throne a Volume lies. 

With all the Fates of Mep, 
With every Angel'a Form aod 8i2« 

Drawn by th' et^ijial Pen. 
VIII. 
His Providence unfolds the S<>ok. 

And makes his Counfels ibine : 
JElach opening Leaf, and every Stroke, 

Fulfils fome deep Defign. 

IX. Here 
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IX. 
Here he exalts neglefted Wormi 

To Scepters and a Crown ; 
Anon the following Page he turns, 
And treads the Monarch down. 
X. 
Ndt Gahriel aflcs the Reafpn why, 

Nor God the Rea/bn gives ; 
Nor dares the Favoorite- Angel pry 
Between the folded Leaves. 

ja. 

My God, I' never long'd to fee 

My Fate wit^ curious Ey^es, 
What gloomy Lines are writ for n^. 

Or what bright Scenes iiialli:iftK. 

XJI. 
In thy fair Book of Life and Grace *■ 

May I but find my Name» 
Recorded in fome humble Place 

Beneath my Lord the Immb. 

-•▼^ >▼*■ ^L A A. ^Tj-j^Tl 3Fa. ^Ta >Ti. Sfi. ^J. A. ^J. ^A. ;^J. ^± Ma. .TJ. Ma. ^Wm. dri »#i ^Tj. >#«. 
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Se)f-Confecrathn. 

I. 

IT grieves me, Lorp, it grieves mt ibre. 
That I have liv'd to thee no more. 
And wafted half my Days; _ 

C4 Mjf 
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My inward Pow'rs ihall bum and ilam€ 
With Zeal and Paffion for thy Name, 
I would not fpeak, but for my God, nor move, but to 
his Praife. 

II. 
What are my Eyes but aids to fee 
The Glories of the Deity 
Infcnb'd with Beams of Light 
On Flow'rs and Stars ? Lord, I behold 
The fhining Azure, Green and Gold ; 
fiut when I try to read thy Name, a Dimnefs veik my Sight. 
IIL 
Mine Ears are rais'd when Fsrgil &ngi 
Sicilian Swains> or Trojan Kings, 
And drink the Mufic in : 
Why (hould the Trumpet's brazen Voice, 

Or Oaten Reed awake my Joys, 
And yet my heart fo ftupid lie when facred Hymns begib ? 

IV. 
Change me, O God ; my Plefli fliall be 
An Indrument of Song to thee. 
And thoa the Notes infpire : 
My tongue fhall keep the heav'niy Chime, 
My chearful Pulfe ihall beat the Time, . 
And fweet variety of Sound ihail in thy Praxfe confpire. 
V. 
The deareft Nerve about my Heart, 
Should it refufe to bear a Part, 

With my melodious Breath, 
fd tear away the vital Chord, 
A bloody Vi^m to my Lord, 
Altd live without that impious String, or fliew my Zeal 

in Dentb* 

1h% 
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the Creator and Creatures. 

L. 

GOD is a Name my foal adores, 
Th' Almighty Three, th' Etirnal Ones 
Nature and Grate, with all their PowVs, 
Confefs the Infinite Unknown, 

II. 
Prom thy Great Self thy Being fprings ; 
Thou art thine own Original, 
Made up of uncreated Things, 
And Self-fufiicience bears them all. 

III. 
Thy Voice -produc'd the Seas and Spheres, 
Bid the Waves roar, and Planets dune ; 
But nothing like thy Self appears, 
, Thro' all thefe fpacious Works of thine. 
IV. 
Still reflleis Nature dies and grows ; 
From Change to Change the Creatures ron : 
Thy Being no Succeffion knows. 
And all thy vaft Defigns.are one : 

V. 
A Glance of thine rqn^hro' the Globes, 
\ Rules the bright Worlds, and moves their Frame : 
♦Broad Sheets of Light compofe thy Robes ; 
Thy Guards are form'd of living Flame. 

C 5 \\, nL\^tvf&^ 
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VI. 
Thrones and DomiAioni round thee fall. 
And worihSp kk fabmiffive Fcmns ; 
Thy Prcfence (hakes this lower Ball, 
This little Dwelling-place of Worms. 

VII. 
How (hall affrighted Mortals dare 
To fing thy Glory or thy Grace, 
Beneath thy Feet we lie fo far, 
And fee but ^adows of thy Face ? 

vin. 

Who can behold the blazing Light ! 
Who can approach confuming Flame ? 
None but thy Wifdom knows thy Might; 
None but thy Word can fpeak thy Name. 



The Nativity of Christ. 

I. 

" QHEPHERDS, rejoice, lift up your Eyes, 

O " And fend yoor Fears away; 
** News from the Region of the Skies, 

<* Salvation's born to day. 
II. 
« JESUSy the God whom Angek fear, 

" Comes down to dwell with you ; 
** To day hf^ makes his Entrance here, 

'< But not as Monarchs do. 

III. " Nd 
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ni. 

•* No Gold, iwr parplc fwadiing Bands^ 

'* Nor Ro)ud fiiining Tkings ; 
•' A Manger for his Cradle (lands, 

<< And holds die King of Kii^t. 

" Go, Shepherds, where . the Infant lies, 

'' And kit his ktunble Throne ; 
** With Tears of Joy in all youir^Eyes, - 

'* Go, Shepherds, idis the Son." 
V. 
Thus Gabriel fang, and Jrait around 

The heavenly Armies throng, 
They tune their Harps to lofty Sounds 

And thus conclude the Song : 
VI. 
** Glory to God that rdghs above, 

'' Let Peace furround the £»th ; 
** Mortals fhall know their Maker's Love, 

"At their Redecacr s HirtL*' 
VII. 
Lord ! and fhall Angela !iave their Songs, 

And Men no Tunes to raife ? 
O may we lofe thcjic ufelefs Toiiguss 

When they forget to praHc ! 

V'lL ; 
Glgry to God that reigas above^ 

That pitied us forlorn. 
We join to fing nui^aker's Love, 

For thereof II Saviour bom. 

God 
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God Glorious^ and Sinners Saved. 

1. 

FAT HER, how wide thy Glory fhincs I 
How high thy wonders rife ! 
Known thro' the Earth by thoofand Signs» 
Bythoufandthro^the Skies. 

n. 

Thofe mighty Orbs proclaim thy Power, 

Their Motions fpeak thy Skill ; 
And on the Wings of every IJour, 

We read thy Patience fHll. 

ra. 

Part of thy Name divinely Hands 

On all thy Creatures writ. 
They ihew the Labour of thine Hands, 
Orlmprefs of thy Feet, 

IV. 
But when we view thy ilrange Deiign 

To fave rebellious Worms, 
Where Vengeance and Compaffion join 
In their divined Forms ; 

V. 
Our Thoughts are loft in reverend Awe : 

We love and we adore ; 
The firft Arch- Angel never faW' 
So much of ^GoD before. 
t^ 

VI. Here 
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Here the whole Deity is known. 

Nor dares a Creature guefi , ^ 

Which of the Glories brighteft fhonc. 

The jaftice or the Grace. 

VII. 
When Sinners broke the Father's Laws, 

The dying Son atones ; 
Oh the dear Myfteries of his Crofs \ 

The Triumph of his Groans ! 
VIII. 
•Now the full Glories of the Lamb ^ 

Adorn the heavenly Plains ; 
Sweet Cherubs \e2xn Immanuers Name;, 

And try their choiceft Strains. 
IX. 
O may I bear fome humble part 

In that Immortal Song ? 
Wonder and Joys (hall tune my Heart, 

And Love command my Tongue. 




ng^^ 
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ih ■^'^'^ 



The HumhU Enquiry. 
A French Sonnet imitated. 1695. 

Grand DteUf tes Jugemens^ &C, 
I. 

GRACE nilesbdow, afid fits enthroned above. 
How few the Sparks of. Wrath I how flow they 
move, 
And drop and die in bovndlers Seas of- Love I 

II. 
But me, vile Wretch ! fliould pkying Love embrace 
Deep in its Ocean, Heil itfelf would blaze. 
And Hafh, and burn me thro* the boundlefs Seas. 

IIL 
Yea, Lord, my Guilt' to fuch a Vaftnefs grown 
Seems to confine thy Choice to Wrath alone. 
And calls thy Power to vindicate thy Throne. 

IV. 
Thine Honour bids, Anmigi thine injured 'Harney 
Thy flighted Loves a dreadful Glory claim. 
While my moift Tears might but incenfe thy Flame. 

V. 
Should Heav'n grow black, Almighty Thunder roar, 
And Vengeance blaft me, I could plead no more. 
But own thy JuiUce dying, and adore. 

VI. Yet 



f- 
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• VI. 

Yet can thofe Bolts of Death that cleave the Flood 
To reach a Rebel, pierce this facred Shroud, 
Ting'd in the vital Stream of my Redeemer's Jttood. 



The Penitent Pardoned. 
I. 

HENCE from my Soul, my Sins, depart. 
Your fatal Fritndfliip now I fee ; 
Long have you dwelt too near my Heart, 
Hence, to eternal Billance flee. 

II. 
Ye gave my dying Lord his Wound, 
Yet I carefs'd your viperous Brood, ) 

And in my Heart-ftrings lapp'd you round. 
You, the vile Murderers of my God. 

III. 
Black heavy Thou^bts, like Monntsuns, rod 
O'er my poorBitaft, with boding Fears, 
And cruihing hard my tortur'd Sool, 
Wring thro' my Eyes the briny Tearfe* 

IV. 
Forgive my Treafons, Prince of Grace, 
The bloody Jews were Traitors too. 
Yet thou haft pray'dfor that curs'd Race, 

Father, they know not 'what they do. 

V. Great 
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V. 

Great Advocate, look down and fee 

A Wretch> whofe fmarting Sorrows bleed ; 

O plead theJfame Excofe for me ! 

For, Lord, I knew not what I did. 

VI. 
Peace, my Complaints ; Let every Groaa 
Be (till and Silence wait his Love ; 
Compaflions dwell amidil his Throne, 
And thro' his inmofl Bowels move. 

VII. 
Lo, from the evcrlafting Skies, 
Gently, as Morning-dews diftill, 
The Dove Immortal downward flies. 
With peaceful Olive in his Bill. 
VIIL 
How fweet the Voice of Pardon founds ! 
Sweet the Relief to deep Diftrefs ! 
I feel the Balm that heals my Wounds, 
And all my PowVs adore the Grace. ^ 




J H^mn 
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AH^mn of Praife for three great Salvations. 
VIZ. 

1. From the Spanifti Invafion, 1588/. 

2. From the Gun-powder Plot. Nov, 5. 

3. From Popery and Slavery by K. Wil- 
liam of Glorious Memory, who landed 
Nov. 5. 1688. 

Cmpofid Nov. $9 xdp5. 

I. 

INFINITE God, thy Counfels Hand 
Like Mountains of Eternal Brafs, 
Pillars to prop our linking Land, 
Or guardian rocks to break the Seas. 

From Pole to Pole thy Name is known. 
Thee a whole Heaven of Angels praife ; 
Our labouring Tongues would reach thy Throne 
With the loud Triumphs of thy Grace, 

IIL 
Part of thy Church, by thy Command, 
Stands rais'd upon the Britifi? Iflcs ; 
There^ faid the Lord, to Agesfiand^ 
Firm as the evtrlafting. Hills, 
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IV. 

Iff vain the Sfamfi Ocean roar'd j 
It§ Blii^ws fw^r4 fV^ W SJ^, 
Its BH!owsftink beneath thy Word, 
With all the floadng War they bore. 

V. 
Come^ faid the Sons of bloody Romi, 
I At us frtrvide neiu Arms from Hill : 
And downthev digg'dthro' Earth's dark Womb, 
And ranfack'd all the burning Cell. 

VL 
Old Satan lent them fiery Stores, 
Infernal Coal, and fulph'roas Flame, 
And all that burns, and all that roars^ JL 

Outrageous Fires of dreadful Name. 

YII: 

Beneath the Senate and the Throne, 
Engines of Hellifli Thunder lay ; 
There the dark Seeds of Fire were fown^ 
To fpring a bright, but difmal Day. 

VIII. 
Thy Love beheld the black Defign, 
Thy Love that guards our Bland round ; 
Strange how it quench'd the fiery Mine, 
And cruih*d the tempcft under Ground. 

Tid Second Part. 



ASSUME, my Tongue, a nobler Strain, 
Sing the new Wonders of the Lord ; 
The Foes revive their Pow'rs again, 
A^ain they die beneath bis Sword. 
. n.Dark 



Sacred to Devotion, &c. ^3 
ir. 

Dark as our Thoughts our Minutes roll. 
While Tyranny poiTefs'd the Throne, 
And Murderers of an Irijh Soul 
Ran, threatning Death, thro' every Town. 

III. 
The Rojnan Prieft, and Britijh Prince, 
Join'd their befl Force, and blackeft Charms, 
And the fierce Troops of neighbouring Frana 
OfFer'd the Service of their Arms. , 

IV. 
'37/ donB^ they cry'd, and laugh'd aloud. 
The Courts of Darknefs rang with Joy, 
Th' old Serpent hifs'd, -and Hell grew proud. 
While Zion moum*d her ruin nigh. 

V. 
Stitlo, iiic great Deliverer iaii« 
Commiffion'd from Jehovah's Hand, 
And fmiling Seas, and wiihing Gales, ^ 

Convey him to the longing Land. 

VJ. 
The happy Day, and happy Year, ? ^^^^ ^ggg^ 
Both in our new Salvation meet : 5 

The Day that quench'd the burning Snare, ? AW. 5. 
Th^ Year that burnt the invading Fleet. J I588, 

VII. 
Now did thine Arm, O God of Hofb, 
Now did thine Arm (hine dazling bright. 
The Sons of Myllt their Hands had loft. 
And Men of HMRd forgot to fight. 

VIII. Bri- 
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VIII. 

Brigades of Angels lin'd the way, 
And guarded fVilliam to his Throne j 
There, ye celeftial Warriors, ftay, 
And make his Palace like your own. 

IX. 
Then, mighty God, the Earth fhall know 
And learn'd the Worihip of the Sky : 
Angels and Britons join below, 
To raife their Halk/ujabs high, 

X. 
All Hallaleujah, heavenly King ; 
While diftant Lands thy Vidlory fing. 
And Tongues their utmeft Powers employ. 
The World's bright Roof repeats the Joy, 



I'be Incomprehenjible. 
1. 

FA R in the Heav'ns my God retires. 
My God, the Mark of my Defires, 
And hides his lovely Face ; 
, When he defcends within my ViewJ'% . 
He charms my Reafon to purfue^ 't^.*^^-» 
. pgx leaves it tif d and fainting in Ifc^ unequal Chafe. 



XL Or 
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II. 

Or if I reach unufual Height 

Till near his prefence brought. 
There Floods of Glory check my Flight, 
Cramp the bold pinions of my Wit, 

And all untune my Thought ; 
Plung'd in a Sea of Light I roll. 
Where Wifdom^ J^flice^ Mercy ^ fliines; 
Infinite Rays in croffrng Lines 

Beat thick Confufion on my Sight, and overwhelm my 
SouL 

IIL 
Come to my Aid, ye Fellow-Minds, 
And help me reach the Throne ; 
(What iingle Strength, in vain defigns, . 
United Force hath done 5 
Thus Worms may join, and grafp the PoWs, 

Thus Atoms fill the Sea) 
But the whole Race of Creature- Souls 
Stretch'd to their laft Extent of Thought, plunge and are 
Loft in thee. 

Great God, behold my Reafon lies 
Adoring ; yet my Love would rife 

On Pinions not her own : 
Faith (hall diredl her humble Flight, 
Thro' all the tratklefs Seas of Light, 
To Thee, th' Eternal Fair, the Infinite Unknown. 



Death 
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Death and Eternity 
I. 

My Thoughts, that often mount the Skies, 
Go, fearch the World beneatt, 
Where Nature in all Ruin lies, 
And owns her Sovereign, Deatl^ 
II. 
The Tyrant, 'how he triumphs here ! 

His Trophies fpread around ! 
And heaps of Duft and Bones appear 
Thro' all the hollow Ground. 
III. 
Thcfe Skulls, what ghaflly Figures now ! 

How loathfome'to the Eyes ? 
Thefe are the Heads we lately knew 
So beauteous and fo wife. 
IV. 
But where the Souls, .hofe deathlefs Things, 

That left his dying Clay ? 
My Thoughts, now ftretch out all your Wings, * 
And trace Etemi^. 

V. 
O that unfathomable Sea I 

Thofe Deeps without a Shore I 
Where living Waters gently play. 
Or fiery Billows roar. 

VLThuV 
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VI. 

Thus muft we leave the Banks of Life, 

And try this doubtful Sea ; 
Vain are our Groans, and dying Strife, 

To gain a Moment's Stay. 
VII. 
The»e we fhall fwim in heav'nly Blifs, 

Or fmk in flaming Waves, 
While the pale Carca(s thoughtlefs lies, 

Amongil the filent Graves. 

VIII. 
Some hearty Friend (hall drop his Tear 

On our dry Bones, and fay, 
•• Thefe once were ftrong, as mine appear, 

" And mine mull be as they." , 
IX. 
Thus (hall our mould*«ing Members teach 

What now our Senfts leam : 
For Duil and Alhes loudeft preach 

Man's infinite Concern. 



s^s 



v A Sight of Heaven in Sicknefs. 

I. 

OF T have I fat in fecret Sijghs, 
To feel my Flefh decay. 
Then groan'd aloud with frighedEyes, 
To view the tott'ring Clay. 
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II. 

But I forbid my Sorrows now. 

Nor dares the Flefh complain ; 
Difeafes bring theirProfit too ; 

1%* Joy overcomes the Pain. 
III. 
A^y chearful Soul now all the Day 
- Sits waiting here and iings j ^ 

Lookathro' the Ruins of her Clay, 

And pradifes her Wings. 
IV. 
Faith almoft changes into Sight, 

While from afar flie fpies, 
Her fair Inheritance, in Light 

Above CBcated Skies. 

V. 
Had but the Prifon Walls been ftrong, - 

And firm without a Flaw, 
In darknefs fhe had dwelt too long, 

And lafs of Glory faw. 

VI. 
But now the everlafting Hills 

Thro' every Chink appear. 
And fomething of the Joy Ihe feels 

While fhe's a Prisoner here. 
VII. 
The ihines of Heaven rulh fweetly in 

At all the gaping Flaws ; 
Vifions of endlefs Blifs are feen 2 

And native Air (he draws. 
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Vin. 

O may thefe Walls (land totf riog fiUI, 

The Breaches never clofe. 
If I muft here in Darknds dwells 

And all this Glory lofe f 

IX. 
Or rather let this Flelh decay^ 

The Ruins wider grow. 
Till glad to fee th*bnlarged Way, 

I ftretch my Pinions tlmugh. 

ne Universal HaUelujah. 

Ffalmodyiii. Para^oi'd. 
L 



> T) R A T SIB ye the Lord with joyful Toigo* 
JL Ye Pow*rs that guard his Throne; . 
JESUS the Man (hall lead the Song, 
The God infpire the TiineJ 

GaMel, and all tk* imtilottkl Choir . 
' That fill the Realms above^ 
Sing ; for he form'd you of his Fire^ 
And feeds you with his Love. - 

k 
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DL 

«hjiie to his Fnift^ fe Chiyial Skkv 

The Floor of his Xbode, 
Or reil your little cwinkliag E^rci 
Before a brighter GOD« ■ 
IV. 
Thoa reftlefi Globe of GfUen lig^ 

Wbo& Beams create our Dajt, 
Join with the Silver Qgeen oC Nighty 
To OMTD your borroi»>iJUys. 
V. 
Sbfli and refund the HoDOors paid 
' To jroorinferiof Names: 
Tell the>lind World, your Orbs an &< 
By his o^oflowiiif Flames. 
VI. 
Wiodsy ye fliaU bear his Name aloud 

Thro* theElheiealSlii^ 
7or when his Chariot is a doad. 
He makes his Wheels of yoiu ^ 

vn. 

.Thander andH^ily and Fires and Stomig 

TKb Troops of his Command, ^^ 

Appear in all Jrour dreadful Forinsj 

And fpeak his awful Hand. -^ 

€hoat to the Loioy yefitrging Seapt , . 

Inyoor eternal ftdarV' '^ j 

1^ Wave to Wave refoitod his Ft^* * ' 

A^dSlioie reply tb'Shdce^ j 
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IX, 
While Monfters fporting on die FIoo4» 

In fcaly Silver ihiney 
Speak terribly their Maker-GoD, 

And lafh the foaming Brine. 
X. 
But gentler Things fhall tone his Name 

To fofter Notes than thefc. 
Young Zepliyrs breathing o*er die Stream^' 

Or whifpermgthro' the Trees. 
XI; 
Wave your tall Heads, ye lofiy Pineit 

To him that bid yoa grow. 
Sweet Clullen, bend die fruitful Vinet 

On every thankful Bough. 
XIL 
Let die ihrill Birds his Honour raife. 

And climb the Morning-Sky : 
While groveling Beads attempt his Praife 

In hoarfer Harmony. 

xni. 

Thus while the meaner Creatures fin^ 

Ye Mortals, take the Sound, 
Echo the Glories of your King 

Thro* all the Nations round. 
XIV. 
Th' Eternal Name muft fly abroad 

From Britain to Japan ; 
And the whole Race fhall bow to G09 

That owns the Name of Man. 

Da * Tfct 
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The Atbeifes Mijtake. 



LA U G^H, ye Prophanc, and fwcU and imt 
With bold ImpieQr : 
Yet ihall ye live for ever ouis'd. 
And feck in vain t^^Uis. 

' II. 

To Gafp of yourexprittg Breatk > 

Conilgns your Soals to Chains^ 
jBy the laft Agonies of Death 
Sent down to fiercer Pains. 

. IIL - 

¥e ftandupon.a, dreadful Steep, 

And ^1 beneath is Hell j 
ITour weighty Guilt will jlnb: you deep, 
Where the old Serpent fell. 

lY. '^^ 

When Iron SlaQili!ersJ>indypur Flefti^ 

With ftrange Surprize jou'll fi nd 
Immortal Vigour fpring afrefh. 
And Tortures wal^e tife Mind ! 
V. 
Then you'll confefs ^ frightful Namei * A 

Of Plagues y<hi fcorn'd before, ■ i 

Mo more ihall look like idle Dreams^ 
like fboUfli Talcs noiaorc. ^^jf 



yi. 
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VI. 

Then (hall yt curfe that fatal Day, 

(With Flames upon vour TongiiesJ- 
When you exchanged your Souls away 

For Vanity aiid Songs; 
^ Vlt 

Behold the Saints rejoice to die. 

For Heav'*n (hines- round their Heads ;. 
And Angel Guards prepared Co fly. 

Attend their fainting Bedr. 

vjir. 

Tteir longing Spirits f^rr, and riie 

To their Celeflial Seat ; 
Above thefenuna^ Skies 

They make their laft Retreat^' 
IX, 
Hence^ yePropKane, I hate your Ways^ 

I walk with pious Souk > 
There's a wide bifference^in^oar Rac^ 

And diftant are our Goals. 

Tbc: La*m given at Sinai. 

L 

AR Wr thee witfti Thunder, heavenly Mnfe, 
And keep th' expeaing^y^prld in Awaa 
Oft hail thou fiing in gentler Mood : 

lihe fliclting Mercies of thy God % 

D t Now 
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Kow give thy fierceft Fires a Loofe, 

And found his dreadful Law : 
To JfraelfiT&ihe Words were fpoke. 
To J/rael freed from £^/'s Yoke, 
Inhuman Bondage ! The hard galling Load 
Over-prefs'd their feeble Souls, 
Bent their Knees to fenfelefs Bulk, 
And broke their Ties to God. 

n. 

Now had they pafsM the Arabian Bay» 

And march'd between the deaying Sea ; 
JThe riling Wares flood GuardiAQs of their wond^rop 
Way, 
But fell with mod impetuous Forcei 

On the purfuing Swarms, 
And^ury'd Egypt all in Arms, 
Blending in watry Death the Rider and die Horte : 
O'er ftruggling Pharaoh roll'd the mighty Tide,. 
And fav'd the Labours of a Pyramid. 
Jfis and Ore in vain he cries» 
And all his hprned Gods befide, 
* He fwallows Fate with fwimmlng Eyes, 
And cursM ^t Hebrews as he dy'd. 

m. ' 

Ab \ fooli(h Ifraely to comply 
iKTith Mtmphian Idolatry \ 
And bo^r to Brutes, (a fhipid Slave) 
ToIdolsiflipoteDt to fave I • 
"Behold thy God, the Sovereign of the Sky, 
Has wrought Salvatkm in the Deep, 
Has bound thy Foes in Iron Sleep, 
' Andrais*d thine Honeurs -high ; 

His 



His Grace forgives Aj^ FdSwfpafli - "l 

Behold he comes in Majefty, i. ..* 

And Sifia^s Top proclaims his Law i 
Prepare to meet thy God in hafleV 
Bot keep an awful Diftance ilill : 
Let Mojis round the facrcd Hitf 
The circling Limits draw. 

IV. 
Hark f The fhrill Echoes of the Tmmpet rcaft- 
And call the trembling Armies near ; 
Slow and unwilling they appear, 
Rails kept them from the Mount before, 
Now from the Rails their Fear : 
^ 'as the fame Herald, and the TVump the famt 
Which ihall be blown by high Command, 
Shall bid the Wkeeb of Nature Hand, 
And Heav'n*s eternal Will proclaim^ 
That Timejball bi no man. 

V. 

Thus while the labouring Anget fwell'd the Sound^ 
And rent the Skies, and (hook the Ground, 

Up rofe th* Almighty ; -round his Sapphire Seat 
Adoring Thrones in Order fell j 
The lefler Powers at diftance dwell. 

And caft their Glories down fucceffive at hit Feet > 
Gabriel the Great prepares his way, 

laft up your HeadSf Sternal Doorsy hecrietf * 

Th' Eternal Doors his Word obey, ' ' 

Open and fhoot Celeftial Day* ' " 

Upon the lower Skies. 



1 
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Heavens mighty Pittars bow*d their Head, 
As their Creator bid, 
And down Jehovah rodefi-om the foperior Sphere, 
A thoufand Guards before, and Myriads in the Rear. 

VL 

His Chariot was a pitchy Cloud, 

The Wheels befet with burning Gems ; 

The Winds in Harnefs with the Flames 
Flew o'er th' Ethereal Road : 

Down thro^ his Magazines he paft 

Of Hail, and Ice, and fleecy Snow, 

Swift roird the Triumph, and as fait 
Bid Hail, and Ice, in melted Rivers flow. 

The Day was mingled with the Night, 
His Feet on folid Darknefs trod. 

His radiant Eyes proclaimed the God, 
And icatter*d dreadful Light ; 
He breath'd, and Sulphur ran, a £ery Stream : 
He rpoke, and tho* with unknown- Speed-he came) 
Chid the fbw Tempeft, and the lagging Flame. 

r 

VII. 

5/«tfi recdv'd his glorious Flight, 
With Axle red, and glowing Wheel 

Did the winged Chariot light. 
And ri^ ^moke obfcur'd the burning Hill; 
Lo, it mounts in curling Waves, 
Lo, the glpomy Pride out-braves 
"Thcftately Pyramids of Fire 
The Pyramids -to Heav'n afpire, 
Aiid mix with Stars, but fee their jglopmy Ofipring high- 

- '• So 
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So have yon feen ungrateful Ivy grow 

Round the tall Oak that fix fcore Years has ftood^ . .' 

And proudly fhoot a leaf or two 
Above its kind upporter's utmoft Bough, 
And glory there to ftand the loftieft of the^ Wood.- 

VIIL 
Forbear, young Mufe forbear ;. 
The flow'ry Things that Poets fay. 
The little Arts of Simile 

Are vain and ufelefs here ; 
Kor Ihall the burning Hills of Old 

With Sinai be compared. 
Nor all that lying Greece has told. 
Or learned Rome has heard ; 
jEtna (hall be nam'd no more, 
^tTMf the Torch of &V/^ J 
Not half fo high 
Her Lightnings fly. 
Not half fo loud her Thunders roar 
Crofs the Scicanian Sea, to fright th' Itidtan Shore* 
Behold the facred Hill : Its trembling Spire 
Quakes at the Terrors of the Fire, 
While all below its verdant Feet 
Stagger and reel under th' Almighty Weight: 
Prefs'd with a greater than feign'd Atlaihozd 
Deep groan 'd the Mount ; it never bore 
Ihfinity before. 
It bow'd, and fhook beneath the burden of a God. 

IK. 
Freih Horror feize the Camp, Defpair, 
And dying Groans, torment the Air, 
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And Shrieks, and Swoons, and Deaths were there 
The bellowing Thunder, and the Lightning's Blaze 

Spread thro' the Hoft a wild Amaze ; 
Darknefs on every Soul, and pale was every Face : 

Confus'd and difmal were the Cries, 

Let Moksjpeak^ or Ifrael Jies : 

Mofes the fpreading 1 error feels, 

Ko more the Man of God conceals 
His Shivering and Surprize : 

Yet, with recovering Mind, commands 
Silence, and deep attention, thro' the Hebrew Ban4jh 

X. 

Hark I from the Center of the Flame, 
All arm'd and feathered with die fame, 
1^ MajefHck Sounds break thro* the fmoaky Cloud : 

j^ Sent from the All- creating Tongue, 

j^ A Flight of Cherubs guard the Words along. 

And bear their fiery Law to the retreating Crowd* 

XL 

• I am the Lord : 'Tis I proclaim 
** That glorious and that fearful Name, 
" Thy God and King : Twas I, ihat brokn 
" Thy Bondage, and th' Egyptian Yoke j 
•* Mine is the Right to fpeak my Will, 
" And Thine the Duty to fulfil. 
** Adore no God befide Me, to provoke mine Eyes ; 
•' Nor worfhip Me in Shapes and Forms that Men devil 
•« With ReyVence ufe my Name,nor turn my Words toJ< 
** Obferve my Sabbath well, nor dare prophane my Re 
*• Honour, and due Obedience, to thy Parents give ; 

tf* Norfpill the gmltlels Blood, nor kt the Guilty live 
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. «* Prefervc thy Body chafte, and flee A' unlawful Bedj 
^ •* Norftealthy Neighbour's Gold, Ms Gannebtr or hir> 
Bread ; 
*' Forbear to blaftWs Name with Falfliood, or Deceit | 7 
" Nor let thy iVifhes loofe upon his large Eftate, j 

Remember your Creator^ &c. Ecclef. xll 

I- 

CHILDREN, to your Crator, Gop, 
Your early Honours pay, 
While Vanity and youthful Blood 
Would tempt your Thoughts aftray. 
II. 
The Memory of his mighty Name, 
Demands your firft Regard 
, Kor dare indulge a meaner Flame, 
Till you have lov'd the Lord. 
IIL 
Be wife, and make his Favour fore. 

Before the mournful Days, 
When Youth and Mirth are known no rssat% 
And Life and Strength decays^ 
IV. 
No more the Bleffings of a Feaft 

Shall relifh on the Tongue, 
vThe heavy Ear forgets the Tafte 
And iPleafure of a Song. 
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V. 

OW Age, with all her difmal Train, 

Invades your golden Years 
With Sighs and Gro^s, andragmg Pain, 

And Deaths that never fpgres. 
VI. 
W!hat wiV yon do when Light departs. 

And leaves your withering Eyes,^ 
With9tit one Beam to chear your Heartjr, 

From the fuperior Skies ? 
VII, 
How will you meet God's frowning Brow, 

Or Hand before his Seat, 
While Nature's old Supporters bow. 

Nor bear their tott'ring Weight } 
VIII. 
Can you expedl your feeble Arms 

Shall make a flrong Defence, 
When Death, with terrible Alarms^ 

Summons the Prisoner hence i 
IX. 
The Silver Bands of Nature burft. 

And let the Building fall ; 
The Fleih goes down to mix with Duft^ 

Its vile Original. 

X. 
Laden with Guilt, (a heavy Load) 

Uncieans'd and unforgiv'n, 
The Soul returns fan angry God, 

To be fliut out from Heav'iu 
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J® 

Sufij M)on, mi StarSy, prai/eye tbt Lord, 
I. 

FA IR E S T of all the Lights above, 
Thou Sub, whofe Beams adorn the Sphcrei^ 
And with unweary'd Swiftnefs move. 
To form the Circles of oat Years i^ 

IT. 
Praife the Creator of |he Skies, 
That drefs'd thine Orb in golden Rajt i 
Or may the Snn forget torife^. 
If he forget his Maker's Praife. 
HL 
Thou reigning Beaoty of the Night, 
Fair Queen of Silence, Sihrer Moon, 

Whofe gentle Beams, and borrowed- Ligkl^ t 

Are fofter Rivals of the Noon ; 

, IV. ' 

Arife, and to that Sovereign Pow*r ^ '^« 

Waxing and waning Honours paj. 
Who bid thee rule the duiky Hour, 
And haif fuppiy the abfent Day. ' 

V. 
Ye twinkling Stars, who gild the Skies 
When Darkneis has its Curtains drawn. 
Who keep your Watch, with wakeful Eyes, 
WhenBi^eis^ Cares^ and Pay are gone 1 
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VI. 

Prodaim the Glories of your Lord, 
Difpcrs'd thro' all the hcav'nly Street, 
Whpfe boundlefs Treafures can afibrd 
So rich a Pavement for his Feet 
VII. 
Thou Heav'n of Heav'ns, fupremely brightt 
Fair Palace of the Court Divine, 
Where, with inimitable Light, 
The Godhead condeicends to fhine. 

vra. 

Prdfe thou thy Great Inhabitant, 
Who fcatters lovely Beams of Grace 
On every Angel, every Saint, 
Nor veils the Luftre of his Face. 

IX. 
O God of Glory, God of Love, 
Thou art the Sun that makes our Tkcft : 
With all thy fliining Works above, 
J>t Earth and Poft attei^pt thy Praife. 



The fFeJcome MeJJenger. 

1. 

LORD, when we fee a Saint of thine 
Lie gafping out his Breath, 
With longing Eyes, and Looks Divine^ . 
iSmiliog and pleas'din Death ^ 



Sacred to Devotion, &c, ^ 

II. 

How we could e'en contend to lay 

Our Limbs upon that Bed ! 
We alk thine Envoy to convey 

Our Spirits in his Stead. 

iir. 

Our Souls are rifing on the Wing, 

To venture in his Place ; 
For when grim Death has lofl his Stingy 

' He has an Angel's Face. 

JESUS, then purge my Crimes away^ 

Tis Guilt creates my Fears, 
'Tis Guilt gives Death its fierce Array, 

And all the Arms it bears. 
V. 
Oh! ifmythreatning Sins were gone;, 

And Death had loft his Sting, 
I could invite the Angel on, 

An A chide his lassy Wing. 

VI. - 

Away thefe Interpofing'Days, 

And let the Lovers meet t 
The Angel has a cold Embrace, 

But kind, andfoft, and fwift. 
VIL 
I'd leap at once my Seventy Years, 

rd ruih into his Arms, 
And lofe my Breath, and all my Caro^ 

Amidft thofe heav'nly Charms. 

i 
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VIII. 
Joyful rd lay this Body down. 

And leave the lifelefs Clay, 
Without a Sigh, without a Groan, 

And fbetch and foar away. 

Sincere Praife. 



A' 



L MIGHTY Maker, God I 
How wondrous is thy Name f 
Thy Glories how dilFus'd abroad 
Thro* the Creation's Frame ! 
II. 
|- Nature in every Drefs 

Her humble Homage pays. 
And finds a thoufand Ways t' exprefi 
Thine andiifembled Praife. 
III. 
In native White and Red 
The Rofe and Lilly iland. 
And free from Pride, t|^ir Beauties fpread. 
To (hew thy Ikilfui Hand. 

IV. 
The Lark mounts up the Sky, 
With unambitious Song, 
And bears her Maker's Praife on high 
Upon her artlefs Tongue. 



SacreJtto Devotion, &c 4^$^ 
V. 

My Soul would rife and fing 
To her Creator too, 
Iain would my Tongue adore my King,. 
And pay the Worfhipduc. 

vi. 

But Pride, that bufy Sin, 
Sfjoils all that I perform ; 
Curi'd Pride, that creeps fecurely in,* 
s And fwells ahaughty Worm.. 

Thy Glories I abate, . 
Or Praife thee with Defign j 
Some of the Favours I forget,. 
Or think the Merit mine. 

Vim 

The vipry Songs I.frame, 
Arct faithleis to thy Caufe, 
. And'fteal the Honours of thy Name^ 
To build then- own Applaul'e. 

Create my Soul anew, 

Elfc all my-Wodhip'-s vain-j 
This wretched Heart, will ne'er be truer, 

Ujidl *tis form'd ag^in. 

X. 

Dofoend, Cdisfttal Fire, 

And feize me from above, 
Ifelt me in Flames of pure Defire^ 

A Sacrifice to Love« 
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XI, 

Let Joy and Worfliip fpend 
The Remnant of my Days, 
And to my God, my Soul, afcend^ 
In fweet Perfumes of Praife. 

f f f f tf ?f f f f f 

True Learning. 

partly imitated from z French Sonnet of 
Mr. Poirei. 

I. 

HA P P Y the Feet diat (hining Truth has led 
With her own Hand to tread the Path fhe pleafc. 
To fee her native Luftrc round her fpread. 

Without a Vail, without a Shade, 
All Beauty, and all Light, as in herfelf (he is. 

IL 
Our Senfes cheat us with the pneffing Crowds 
Of painted Shades they thmft upon the Mind : 
The Truth they (hew lies wrap'd in fevWold Shroudt, 

Our Senfes caft a Thoufand Clouds 
On unenlightened Souls, and lea^re them doubly blind. 

UL 
I hate the Duft that fierce Difputers rai(e. 
And lofe the Mind in a wild Maze of Thought t 
What emptyTriilings, and what fubtil Ways, 

To fence and guard by Rule and Rote I 
Oar Goj> will sever charge us^ That we knew them Not. 



Sacred /o D e v o t i o w^ he. 4> 
IV. 

' Touch, Heavenly Woud; O touch thcfc curious Soub I 
Since I have heard but one fpft Hint fromThee, 
From all the vain Opinions of the Schools 

(That Pageantry of knowing Fools) 
I feel my Powers released, and fUnd divinely free.' 

V. 
'Twas this Almighty Word that all Things mad^ 
He grafps whole Nature in his £ngle Hand s 
^ All the £tenud Truths in him are laid. 

The Ground of all Things, and their Head» 
The Cirde where they move, and Center where th^ 
fiand. 

VL 
AVkhoDt his Aid I have no fure befence* 
From Troops of Errors that befiege me round i 
But he that refts his Reafon and his Senfe 
Faft here, and never wanders hence, 
L UnmovesA>le he dwells upon unlhaken Ground* 
' VIL 

Infinite Truth, the Life of my Defires, . 
Come from the Sky, and join thy felf to me ; 
Fm drM with Hearing, and this Reading tires i 

But never tir'd of telling Thee, 
*Tis thy fair Face alone my Spirit bums to fee. 

VIII. 
Speak to my Soul, aIone« no other Hand 
. Shall mark my Path out with delufive Art : 
All Nature filent in his Prefence Hand, 
Creatures be dumb as his Command, 
- And leave his iingle Voice to whifper to my Heart. 
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IX. 

Retire, my Soul, within thy fclf retire. 
Away- from Senfe and every outward Show : 
Now let my Thoughts to loftier Themes afpirc. 
My Knowledge now on Wheels of Fire 
May mount and fpread above, furveying all belowr 
X. 
The* Lord grows lavifh of his hcav'nly Light, 
And pours* whole Floods on fuch a Mind as this : 
Fled from the Byes ihe gains a piercing Sight, 
She dives into the Infinite, 
And fee* unutter^Ie Things iiv th^t unknown Abyfs« 

^rue Wtfdom. 



I. 

PRonouncc him bleft; my Mufe, whom Wisdom guide* 
In her own Path to her own heavenly Seat ; 
Thro' sdl the Storms his Soul fecurely glides, 
Mor can the Tempefts, nor the Tides, 
That rife and soar around, fupplant his fteady Feet 
IL 
Earth, you may let your golden Arrows fly. 
And feek in vain, a Paffage tehis Breaft,. 
Spread all your painted Toys to court his Eye^ 
He fmiles, and fees them vainly try 
Ta lure his Soul alide horn her Eternal Refi,- 

IIL 
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\ m, 

( Our head ftrong Lufts, like ayoung iiciy Horfc^ 
Start, and flee raging in a violent Courfe ; 
He Jtamcs and breaks them, manages and rides 'em. 
Checks their Career, and turns and guides 'em^ 
And bids his Reafon bridle their licentious Force. 
IV. 
Lord of himfel^ he rules his wildeft Thoughts^ 
And boldly a£ls what calmly he defign*d, 
I Whilfl he looks down and pities human Faults ; 
! Nor can he think, nor can he £nd 

A Plague like reigning Pafiions, and a fubjed Mind« . 
V. 
But oh ! *tis mighty Toil to reach this Height^ 
To vatiquilh Self is a laborious Art ; 
What manly Courage to fuflain the Fight 
To bear the noble Pain, and part 
. With thofe dear charming Tempters rooted in the Heart ( 

I ^s hard to ftand when all the Palfions move, ' 
Hard to awake the Eye that Paflion blinds 
.To rend and tear out this unhappy Love, 
That clings fo clofe about our Minds^ 
And where th* enchanted Soul (b fweet a Poifon finds. 

vn. 

Hard ; but it maybe done. Come, Heavenly FirCt 
Come to my Breaft, and with one powerful Ray 
Melt off my Lufts, my Fetters : lean bear 
A while to be a Tenant here. 
But not be chained Andprifon'd in a Cage of Clay, 

vm. 
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P A RT VL 

V. 

" Downward T turn my wond'ring Eyai 

On Clouds ^nd Storms below» 
'Thofe Under-Regions of the Skiet 

Thy numerous Caries fhow. 

VI. . 
TThe noify winds ftand readj there 

Thy Orders to obey. 
With founding Wings they fwecp the Air, 

To make thy Chariot Way. 
VII. 
There, like a Trumpet, loud and firong^ 

Thy Thunder (hakes Our Coaft : 
While the red Lightnings wave along, . . 

The Banners of thineHoft. 
VKL 
On the thin Air, without a Fro^ 

Hang fruitful Show^is around : 
At thy Command they iink, and drop 

Their Fatnefs on the Ground. 

PART m. ■ . ' 

IX. . 

Now to the Earth I bend my Song, ' 

And caft my Eyes abroad. 
Glancing the Britijb Ifles along.; ... 

Jfifft liles, confefs your God, 



Sacred toi^Ev or to vf^^c^ ^| 

X. 

How did his wondrous SkiH Bnvjt 

Your Fields in charming Green j ' 
A thoufandHcrbsin4iisXrtdifpky5; 

A thoufand Flowers between ! 

Tall Oaks for future Navies ffmf^'i ^ ' 

Fair JlhtWe beft Defence, 
While Com and Vines r^^e belong 

Thofe Luxuries of Senfe. 
XII. 
The bleadng Flocks his Pafture feeds 1 

And Herds of larger Size, 
That bellow thro* the Lindim MeadS| 

His bounteous Hand fupplies. 

PART I V^ 

XHL. 
We fee the Tbamis carefstKe Shore 

He guides her filver Flood i 
While a,ngtySi*vem fweUs and roall^ 
Yet hears her Ruler God. 

XIV. 
The rolling Mountains of the Deep . 

Obferve his ftrong Command ; 
His Breath can raife the Billows flcep^' 
Or fink them to the Sand. 

XV. 
Amidil thy watry Kingdoms, LoaD^ 
The finny Nations play^ 
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And fcaly Monfters, at thy Word^ 
Rufh thro' the Northern Sea. 

i>ART y. 

XVI. 

Thy Glories blaze all Natu^'e round. 

And ftrike the gazing Sight, 
Thro' Skies, and Seas, and (olid Ground^ 

With Terror and Delight. 

xvn. 

Infinite Strength, ancf equal Skill, 

Shine thro' the Worlds abroad, 
Our Souls with vaft ^Amazement fill. 

And {peak the Builder God. 

XVIII; . 
But the fweet Beaufies of thy Grace 

Our fofter Paffions move ; 
Pity Divine in 7^ 51/ 6* Face - 

We fee, adore, and love, r . . 

^E^ ^K^ c^9 CE^ <a^ cK^ ^m^ vS^ ^E^ ^S2 ^S) cE^ ' 
G o d's 'Abfolute Domim'oH, 



T O R D, when my Thoughtful -Soul- furreys 



Fire, Air and Earth,* and Stars and Seas, ^ 

I call them all thy Slaves ; 
Commiifion'd by my Father's Will, 
I'oyfons ihall cure, or Balms fliall kill ; 



Vernal 



•^ 
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Vernal Suns, or Zepbyr\ Breath, 
May burn or blaft the Plants to Death 

That ftiarp December faves j 

What can Winds or Planets boaft 

But a precarious PowV ? 
The Sun is all in-Darknefs loft, 
Froft ihall be Fire, and Fire be Frofi, 

When he appoints the Hour. 
11. 
Xo, the Norwegians near the Polar Skjr 

Chafe their frozen Limbs with fnov^r. 

Their frozen Limbs awake and gIow> 

The vital Flame touched with a flrange Supply 
Rekindles, for the G op of Life is nigh | 
He bids the vital Flood in wonted Circles flow. 

Cold Steel exposed to Northern Air, 
Drinks the Meridian Tuiy of the Midnight Btar^ 

And burns th* unwary Stranger there. 

in. 

Enquire, my Soul, of antient Fame, 

Look back two thouiand Years, and fee 

Th' AJfyrian Prince transformed a Brute, 
^For bqafting to be abfolute : 
Once to his Court the God of (/raeiez,me* ^ 

A King more abfolute than he. 

I fee the Furnace blaze with Rage 

Sevenfold : I fee amidft the Flame 
^ Three Hebrews of Inmiortal Name 5 
They move, they walk acrofs the burning Stage 
Unhurt, and fearlefs, while the Tyrant ftood 

A Statue ; Fear congealed his Blood ; ' 



% 



jSB LTRIC POEMS, 3» 

^or did the raging Element dare 

Attempt their Garments, or their Hair:; 
It knew the Lord of Nature there. 
Nature, compeli'd by a fuperior Caafe» 

Now breaks her own eternal Laws, 

Now feems to break them, and obeys 

Her SovVeign iUng in difiereot Ways. 

Father, how bright thy Glories ihine ! 

How broad thy Kingdom, how divine f 
Natiue and Miracle, and Fate, and Chance ace thii 
IV. 

Hence from my Heart, ye Idols, fla^ 

*V« founding Names of Vanity f 
. No more my Lips (hall facrifice 
, To Chance and Nature, Tales and Lies >: 
Creatures without a Goo can yeld me no Supplies. 

What is the Sun, or what the Shade, 

Or Frofts, or Flames, to kill or fave ? 
I£s Favour is niy Life, his Lips pronounce me dea< 

And as his awful Dictates bid. 

Earth is my Mother, or my Grave. 

iHfc**Tifr* ******** **j^;§:f ;tTf 

Condefcending Grace. 
In Imitation of the cxivth Pfalm. 



WH EN tbe Eternal bows the Skies^ 
To vifit iEanhly Things, 
ff/ndk Soom divine he turns Us Eyes 
£vm Toiircn of hatigbty %i^\ 
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n. 

Rides on a Cloud difdainful by 
A Su/tMf, or a Gzar, 

Or frowns 'cm from afar; 

iir. 

He bids his awfal Chariot roll 

Far downward from the Skies, 
To vifit every humble Soul, 

With Pleafurc in his Eyes. 
IV. 
Why fhould the Lord that reigns above 

Difdain fo lofty Kings ? 
Say, Lord, and wh^ fuch Looks of Lovf 

Upon fuch worthleis Things ? 
V. 
Mortals, be dumb ; what Creature daxtflf 

Difpute his awful Will ? 
Aik ne Account of his Af&in, 

But tremble, andbeftill. 

VI. 
Juft like his Nature is his Grace, 

All Sovereign, and all Free; 
Great God, how fci^chlcfs arc thy Ways I 

How deep thy Judgments be f 



«fiM|M«« 
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The Infinite. 

I. 

SOME Seraph, lend your heavenly Tongucj 
Or Harp of Golden String, 
That I may raife a lofty Song 
To our Ettmal King. 

II. 
Thy Names, how Infinite they be \ 

Great Everlasting One f 
Boundlcfs thy Might and Majefty, 
And unconfin'd thy Throne. 
111. 
Thy Glories (hine of wondrous Size, 

And wondrous large thy Grace ; 
Immortal Day breaks from thine Eyes^ 
And Gabriel veils his Face. 
IV. 
Thine Eflence is a vaft Abyfs, 

Which Angels cannot found. 
An Ocean of Infinities 

Where all our Thoughts ar^ drowned. 
V. 
The Myfteries of Creation lie 

Jtoeath enlightened Mindi^-9^ 

Thoughts 
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Thoughts can afcend above the Sky, ' 

And fly before the Winds. 
.VI. 
Reafon may grafp the mafiy Hilb, 

And ftretch from Poleto Pole» 
But half thy Name oar Spirit fills^ ' ^ 

And overloads our Soul. . " . 

Yir. 

In vain our haughty Reafon fwells. 

For Nothing's found in Thee i 

But boundlefs Uneonceivables^ 

And vaft Eternity. 

/>rs inrs (\ 0^<\ 0^c\ ^f\ ni /^ jmcs /^ f%{% 
ConfeJJtQn and Pardon. 



A 



LAS, my aking Heart I 
Here the keen Torment lies ;. 
It racks my waking^Jours with Smart, 
And frights my flumBring Eyes. 

n. 

Guilt will be hid no more. 
My Griefs take vent apace,. 
The Crimes that blot my Confcieace.o^er 
Flufh Crimfon in my Face. 

My Serrows, like a Flood, 
Impatientof R^ftraint, 
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Into tby Bofom, O my God, 
Four oat a long Complaint, . 

IV. 
This impious Heart of mine 
Could once defy the I>o ro. 
Could rufh with Violence on to Stn^ 
In Prefence of thy Sword. 

V. 
, How often hare I ftood 
A Rebel to the Skies, 
The Calls, the Tenders of aGoPi 
And Mercy's loudeft Cries I 
VI. 
,He offers all his Qrace, 
And all his Heaven to me ; 
Offers ! but 'tis tp fenfclefs BraTs^ 
That cannot feel nor fee. 

VII. 
yS SUSAe Saviour ftand* 
To court me from above. 
And looks and fpreads his wounded Handle 
And fliews the Ttims of Love. 

vin. 

But I, aflupidPool, 
How long have I withflood 
The Bleflings purchased with his [Sou!^ 
And paid for allinffiood ? 

IX. 
The heavenly Dove came down 
And tenHer*d me his Wings 



To^moont me upward to a Crowi^ 
Tlxid bright immo]|^l Things. 
'-' X. 

LoRDy Yta afham^d' to iky 
That I refus'd thy Dove, 
And fcnt thy Spirit griev'd away^ 
To his own Realngys of Ix)Ye. 

XL 
Not all thine heav'niy Charmv 
Nor Terrors of thy Hand, 
Could force me to lay down xttf Ami^ 
And bow tothy Command. 
XII. 
Lord, *tis againft thy Face 
My Sins Kke Arrows rife. 
And yet, and yet (O matchlefs Grace !} 
Thy Thunder filent lies. 

XIII. 
O (hall I never feel 
The meltings of thy Love ? 
Am I of fuch Hell-harden'd Steel 
That Mercy cannot move ? 

XIV. 
Now for one powerful Glance, 
Dear Saviour, from thy Face f 
Thb Rebel-Heart no more withdands. 
But finks beneath thy Grace. 
XV. 
6'ercome by dying Love I fall. 
Here at thy Crols I lie ; 



V 
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And throw my Flefh, my Soul, my All, 
And weep, and love, and die. 
XVI. 
*' Rife, fays the Prince of Mercy, rife, 
" With Joy and Pity in his Eyes : 
** Rife, and behold my wounded Veins, 
'* Here flows the Blood to wafh thy Stains. 

XVII. 
" See my Great Father recondlM :" 
He faid. And lo, the Father fmil*d ; 
The joyful Cherubs dap'd their Wings, 
And founded Grace en all their Strings. 



Toung Men and Maidens, Old Men and Babfs% 
prat/eye the Lord, Pfal. cxlviii. 1 2. 



SO N S of Adam^ bold and young, 
In the wild Mazes of whofe Veins 

A Flood of fiery Vigour reigns. 
And weilds your adlive Limbs, with hardy Sinews ftrung • 

Fall proftrate at th' Eternal Throne 

Whence your precarious Pow'rs depend ; 
Nor fwell as if your Lives were all your own. 

But cl oofe your Maker for your Friend ; 

His Favour is your Life, his Arm is your Support, 

liis Hand can fbetch your Days, or cut your Minutes 

ihort. 

II. Virgin! 
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II; 

Virgins, who roll your artful Eyes, 
And (hoot delicioas Danger thence ; 
Swxft.the lorely Lig^ing flies^ ' ■ 
And melts our Reafon down to^Senfe ; 
Boaft not of thofe widMring Charms 
That mnft yield thdr yonthfol Grace 
To Age and Wrinkles, Earth and Worms; 
But love the Author of your fmding Face ; 
That heavenly Bridegroom claims your Uooming Hours I 
O make it your perpetual Care 
To pleafe that Everlaftlng Faii^.; 
His Beauties are the Sun, and but the Shade is youn; 
III. 
Infants, whofe different Deilinies 
Are wove with Threads of different Size ; 
But from the fame Spring-tide of Tears, 
Commence your Hopes, and Joys, and Fears,. 
(A tedious Train !) and date your following Years : 
Break your firfir Silence in his Praife 

Who wrought your wondrous Frame : 
With Sounds of tendered Accent raife 
Young Honours to his Name ; 
. And coniecrate your early Days 
To know the Pow'r fupreme* 
IV- 
Ye Heads of venerable Age, 
Juil marching ofE the mortal Stage, 
Fathers, whofe vital Threads are fpun: 
As long as e*er thcGlafs of Life. would mxiy 

Adort 
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Adore t^e Hand tkatledyoar Way 
Thro' floW'ry Fields ufairloi^ SamzD(^*3 Day : 
Gafp otit your Soul ia Praifes to the Sovereign Pow*r 
H^i fet your Weft fo dlftant ftom your dawning Honr • 



Flying Fowfy and Creeping IbingSj praifeye 
sbchoKD, FiaLcxlviii. lo. 



L 

SWEET Flocks, whofe Toft enameled Wing 
Sv/ift and gently cleaves the Sky ; 
Whofe charming Notes addreis the Spring 
Widi an ardefs Harmony. 
Lovely Minftrels of the Field, 
Who in leafy Shadows fit. 
And your wondroos Structures builds 
Awake your tuneful Voices with the dawning Light; 
To Nature's God your firft Devotions pay. 

E'er you falute the rifing Day, 
Tis he calls up the Sun, and gives him e *^ery Ray« 

n. 

Serpents, who o*er the Meadows Aide, 
And wear upon your ihining Back / 

NumVoos Ranks of gaudy Pride, 
Which thoufand mingling Colours make ; 
Let the fierce Glances of your Eyes 
Jicbdtc their baleful Fire : 
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In harmkfs Play twlfi: andanfold 

The Volumes of your fcaly Gold i 
That rich EmbroWerv of your gay Atdrc^ 

Proclaims your Maker kind and wife. 
IIL 

Infefb and Mites, of mean Degree^ 

That fwarm in Myriads o'^er the Land» « 

Moulded by Wifdom's artfulHandy 
jBLnd curl'd and painted with a various Die ^ 

In your innumerable Forms 

Praife him that wears th* Ethereal Crown^ 

And bend his lofty Counfels down 
To defpicable Worms* 



^be Compari/on and Complaint.^ 



I. 

INFINITE Powcr^ Eternal LoRHi 
How Sovereign is thy Hand t 
All Nature rofe t* obey thy Word, 
And moves at thy Command, 
IL 
yfl\^ fteady Courfe thy (hining Sua 

Keeps his appointed Way ; 
And all the Hours obedient ruop 
The Circle of the Day. 



\I1.^^ 
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Whirlwinds and Seas their Limits know, 
lound in the Hollow of his Hand. 

IV. 
There refts the Earth, theic roll the Spheres, 
There Nature leans, and feels her Prop : 
Bot his own Self-fufiicience bears 
The Weight of his own Glories up, 

V. 
The Tide of Creatures v bs and flows,, 
Meafuring their Changes by the Moon : 
No Ebb his Sea of Glorj knows ; 
His Age is one Eternal Noon. 
VL 
Then fly, my Song, an endlefs Round, 
The lofty Tune let Michael raife ; 
All Nature dwell upon the Sound, 
But we can ne'er fulfil the Praife, 



J ESUS the only Saviour. 

I. 

AD JM, oar Father and our Head, 
Tranfgreft ; and Juilice doom'd us Dead : 
' The fiery Law fpeaks all Defpair, 
There's no Reprieve, nor Pardon there. 

n. 

Call a bright Council in the Skies ; 

I* Seraphs the Mighty and the Wife, 

J'Say, 
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** Say, what cxpcBient cair jou give, 
*' That Sin be 6zxskxCdy and Sinners live ? 

III. 
"^ Speak, are yon ftrong to bear the Load» 
'• The weighty Vengeance of a God } 
•* Which of you loves oorwretdied Raee^ 
*' Or dares to venture in our Place ? 

IV. 
In vainwe aik : for ^ around ^ 
Stands- Silence thro' the heavenly Ground i 
There's not a glorious Mind above 
Has half the Strength, ot half the Love,^ 

V. 
But, O unutterable Grace ! 
Th' Eternal Son takes ^^mn's Place ^ 
Down to our World the Saviour flies^ 
Stretches his naked Arms, and dies, 

VI. 
Juilice was pjeasli to bmife the Gojv 
And pay its Wrongs with heavenly Hood ? 
What unknown Racks and Pangs he bore I 
Then rofe : The Law could aik no more^ 

VII. 
Amazing Work I kiok downv ye Skies, 
Wonder and gaze with all your Kyes j 
Ye heavenly Thrones, ftoop from above. 
And bow to this myfterioua Love;. 



VIIL See»- 
I 
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VIII. 
See, how they bend ! See, how they look \ 
Long they had read th* Eternal Book, 
And iludieddark Decrees in vain» 
The Crofs and Cahvary makes them plain. 

IX. 
Now they are ftruck with deep Amaze» 
Each with his Wings conceals his Face ; 
Nor cfap their foundinj^ Plumes, and cry^ 
Jhe Wifdom of aDE ITTl 
X. 
Low they adore th«* Ircamate Sos^. 
And fing the Glories he hath won ; 
Sing how he broke our Iron Chains^ 
How deep he funk^ how high he reigns. 

XI. 
Triumph and reign, vi£lorioas Lord, 
By all thy flaming Hods ador'd : ' 
And fay, dearCoNqvEROR, fay, howlong^ 
E'er we ihall rife to join theic Songt 

xn. 

to, from afar die promis'd Day 
Shines with a welldiflinguifti'd Ray ; 
But my wing*d Paflion hardly bears 
Thefe Lengths of flow delaying Years* 

XIIL 
Send down aCEariot from above^. 
With fiery Wheels, and pav'd with Lovt;- 
Raife me beyond th' Ethereal Blue, 
To fing and love as Angels do. 

LO0I 
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Looking upward 

I. 

TH E Heavens invite mine Eye, 
The Stacs falute me round ; 
Father, I blufli^ I mourn to lie 
Thus groveling on the Ground. 

ir. 

My warmer Spirits move». 

And make Attempts to fiy ;; 
I wifh aloud for Wings of Lova 

To raife me fwift and high. 

III. • 

Beyond thofe Cryftal Vaults, 

And all their fparkling Balls ; 
They're but the Porches to thy Courtsi,, 

And Paintings on thy Walls*. 

Vain World, farewel to you $: 

Heaven is my native Air: 
I bid my Friehds a (hort Adieu^ 

Impatient to be there. 

V; 

I feel my Powfers releaft 

From their old fleihy Clod ; 
Fair Guardian, bear me up in haitt^ 

And fet me near my Con. 



^VLWVt 
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id Reigning. 



H 



E dies f tlie heav'niy Lover dies f 



The Tidings flrike a doleful Sound 
On my poor Heart ftrings : deep he lies 
In the cold Caverns of the Ground. 

II. 
Come, Saints, and drop a Tear or two^ 
On the dear Bofom of your God, 
He ihed a thoufand Drops for you, 
A thoufand Drops of richer Blood.. 

III. 
Here^s Love and Grief beyond dbgre^ 
The Lord of Glory dies for Men ! 
But lo, what fudden Joys I fee I 
JES USxhe dead revives again. 

TUhe riiing G«d forfakes theTomb^ 
IJjp to his Father's Court he fl^es i 
Cherubic Legions guard him home. 
And (hout him welcome to the Skies. 

V. 
Breakoff your Tears, ye Saints, and tell 
How high our fereat Deliverer reigns ; 
Sing how he fpoii'd the Hofb of Hell» 
And led the Monfter Death in. Chains. 



VL Si 
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VI. 

Say, Li'vefor ttver^ woondrous King t 
Bom to redeem, andjirong tofanje ! 
Then a(k the Monfter, Wheris bis Sting ? 
Aud iL'here*j thy Vi^ory^ boaJUng Grave ? 



The G CD of Thunder. 



I. 

OT H E Imrocnfe, A' Amazing Height, 
. The boundlefs Grandeur of our Oqb, 
Who treads the Worlds beneath his Feet, 
And fways the Nations with his Nod 1 

!!• 
He fpeaks ; audio, all Nature fhakes, 
Heav'n's everlafting Pillars bow ; 
He rends the Clouds with hideous Cracks^ 
And fhoots his fieiy Arrows through. 

III. 
Well, let the Nations ftart and fly 
At the blue Lightning's horrid Glare, 
Atheifts and Emperors flirink and die, -^ 

When Flame and Noife torment the Air« 

IV. 
Let Noife and Flame confound the Skies, 
And drown the fpacious Realms below, "r^ . 

Yet will we fing the Thunderer's Praifet 
Aidiiuid our loud Hofamm through . 
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V. 

Celeftial King, thy blazing Power 
Kindles our Hearts to flaming Joys, 
We (hout to hear thy Thunders roar. 
And echo to our Father's Voice. 

VL 
Thus (hall the God our Saviour come, 
And Lightnings round his Chariot play» 
Ye Lightnings, fly to make him room, .; 

Ye glorious Storms, prepare his Way. 

ali iTa *T^ a Jk Sl M M A- Mi- A- Ju- Ml- Mi Ml- Mi A- Mi M A iTl. iTfc I T f' iTJ 
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The Day of Judgment. 

An O D EL 

Attempted in Evglijb Sapphick. 

I. 

WH E N tbe fierce North Wind with his airy Forces 
Rears up the Baltick to a foaming Fury j 
And the red Lightning, with a Storm of Hail comes i 

Rufhing amain down, 
IL 
How the poor Sailors ftand amaz'd and tremble ! 
While the hoarfe Thunders, like a bloody Trumpet, 
Roar a loud Onfet to the gaping Waters 

Quick to devour them. 

in. Such 
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Til. 

hall the Noife be, and the wild Diforder, 
lings Eternal may be like thefe Earthly) 
he dire I'errouvhen the great Archangel 

Shakes the Creation ; 
IV. 
the ftrong Pillars of the Vault of Heaven, 
; up old M arbky the Repofe of Princes ; 
e Graves open, and the Bones arifing, 

Flames all around 'em f 
V. 
, the (hrill Outcries of the guilty Wretches ! 
' bright Horror, and amazing Anguifli, 
thro' their Eye-lids, while the living Worms lies 
Gnawing within them. 
VI. 
yhts, like old Vultures, prey upon their Heartfeings* 
he Smart twinges, when the Eye beholds the 
Jttdg^ frowning and a Flood of Vengeance 
Rolling afore him. 
VII. 
efs Immortals ! how they fcream and (hiver 
Devils puih them to the Pit wide-yawning 
us and gloomy to receive them headlong 

DowAto the Centre. 
VIII. 
icrc, my Fancy: (all away, ye horrid 
i\ Ideas,) come, arife to J E S U S, 
le fits God -like ! and the Saints around him 

. Thrond, yet adoring! 



IX. O 
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IX. 

O may I fit there when he comes Triumphant, 
Dooming the Nations ! then aicend to Glory, 
While oar Hofiamas all along the Paflkge 

Shout the Redeemer. 



■^ms^^'s^-sss^^Si 



The Song of Angeh above. 

I. 

EA R T H has detained me Prisoner long. 
And I*m grown weary now : 
My Heart, my Hand, my Ear, my Tongue^ 
There's nothing here for you, 
IL 
Tir*d in my Thoughts I ftretch me down^ 

And upward glance mine Eyes. 
Upward (my Father) to thy Throne, 
And to my native Skies. ^ . 

III. 
There the dear Man my Saviour fits. 

The God, how bright he dunes I 
^nd fcatters infinite Delights 
On all the happy Minds. 

' Seraphs with elevated Strains 
Circle the Throne around^ 
And move and charm the ftarry Plains 
Watk axk Jkuinoital Sounds 
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V. 

^ U S the Lord their Harps employs, 
^ SUS my Love they img, 
'US the Name of both our Joys 
inds fweet from every String. 

VI. 
, how beyond the narrow Bounds 
Time and Space they run, 
fpeak in moft^Majeftick Sounds, 
le Godhead of the Son. 

VIL 
on the Father's Breaft he lay, 
ic Darling of his Soul, 
te Years before the Day 
Heavens began to roll. 

VIIL 
now they fmk the lofty Tone, 
id gentler Notes they play, 
bring th' Eternal Godhead down 
) dwell in humble Clay. 

IX. 
red Beauties of the Man ! 
he God refides within) 
'lefh all pure, without a Stain, 
s Soul without a Sin. 

X. 
1, how he look'd, and how he fmil'd, 
hat wondrous Things he (aid ! 
t Cherubs, ilay, dwell here a while, ^ 

id tell what 7JS: 5 1/5 did. 

F XL At 
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XI. 

At his Command the Blind awake. 

And feel the gladfom Rays ; 
He bids the Damb attempt to fpeak. 

They try their Tongues in Praife. 
XII. 
He ihed a thoafand Bleflings round 

Where-e'er he turn'd his Eye ; 
He fpoke, and at the Sovereign Sound 

The helliih Legions fly. 

xrii. 

Thus while with unambitious Strife 

Th' Ethereal Minftrels rove 
Thro' all the Labours of his Life, 

And Wonders of his Love. 
XIV. 
In the full Choir a broken String 

Groans with a ftrange Surprize ; 
The reft in Silence mourn their King, 

That bleeds, and loves, and dies. 
XV. 
Seraph and Saint, with drooping Wings, 

Ceafe their harmonious Breath ; 
No blooming Trees, nor bubbling Springs, 

While 7 £ SUS fleeps in Death. 
XVL 
Then all at once to living Strains 

They fummon every Chord, 
Break up the Tomb, and burft his Chains, 

And (hew their riling Lord, 



4 



XVII 
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XVII, 

the flaming Army throngs 
uard him to the "Skies, 
lid HofanncL^ on their Tongues, 
Triumph in their Eyes. 

XVIII. , '^ 

1 State the conquering God 
nds his Ihining Throne, 
uneful Angels found abroad 
Vidl'ries he has won. 

XIX. 
t me rife, and join their Song, 
be an Angel too ; 

lart, my Hand, my Ear, my Tongue, 
fs joyful Work for you. 

XX. 
I begin the Mufick here, 
fo my Soul (hould rife : 
fome heavenly Notes to bear 
Spirit to the Skies ! 

XXL 
yc that love my Saviour, fit, 
re, I would fain have place, 
yft your Thrones, or at your Feet, 
: might fee his Face. 

XXII. 
:onfin'd to Earth no more, 
moun| in hafte above, 
:fs the God that I adore, 
I fing the Man I love. 

F 2 -F/W, 
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Fire^ Air^ Earth nnd Sea, praife ye / 
Lord. 



E 



L 

ARTH, thou great Footftool of our Goft 



Who reigns on high ; thou fruitful Source 
Of all our Rayment, Life and Pood ; 
Our Houfe, our Parent, and our Nurfe ; 
Mighty Stage of mortal Scenes, 
Dreft with ilrong and gay Machines, 
Hung with golden Lamps around ; 
(And flowVy Carpets fpread Ac Ground) 
Thou bulky Globe, prodigious Mafs, 
That hangs unpillar'd in an empty Space f 
While thy unweildly Weight refts on the feeble Air, 
Blefs that Almighty Word that fix"^ and holds thee tl 
IL 
Fire^ thoufwift Herald of his Face, 
Whofe glorious Rage, at his Command, 
Levels a Palace with the Sand, 
Blending the lofty Spires in Ruin with the Bafe : 
Yet heav'nly Flames, thatiinge the Air, 
Artillery of a jealous Gqd, 
Bright Arrows that ' his founding Quivers bear 

To fcatter Deaths abroad ; 
Lightnings, adore the fovereign Arm that flings 
His V engeance, and your Fires, upon the Heads of Ki 

III. T 
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III. 

Thou vital Element, the Air, 

Whofe boundlefs Magazines of Breath 

Our fainting Flame of Life repair, 
And fave the Bubble Man from the cold Arms of Death : 
And ye, whofe vital Moifture yields 

Life's purple Stream a frefh Supply ; 
Sweet Waters, wandring thro' the flow'ry Fields, 

Or dropping from the Sky ; 
Confefs the Pow'r whofe all-fufHcient Name 
Nor needs your Aid to build, or to fupport onr Frama 

Now the rude Air, with noify Force, 

Beats up and fwells the angry Sea, 

They join to make our Lives a Prey, 

And fweep the Sailors Hopes away. 
Vain Hopes, to reach their Kindred on the Shoresl 

Lo, the wild Seas and furging Waves 

Gape hideous in a thoufand Graves : 
Be flill, ye Floods, and know your Bounds of Sand, 

Ye Storms, adore your Mafter*s Hand ; 
The Winds are in his Fill;, the Waves at his Conunand. 
V. 

From the Eternal Emptinefs 

His fruitful Word by fecret Springs 

Drew the whole Harmony of Things 

That form this noble Univerfe : 

Old Nothing knew his powerful Hand, 

Scarce had he fpoke his full Command, 
Fire, Air, and Earth, and Sea heard the creating CaH, 
And leap'd from empty Nothing to this beauteous All ^ 

And flill they dance, and ftill obey 
The Orders they receiv'd the great Creation-Day. 
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I'bt Farewel. 

I. 

DE A D be my Heart to all below. 
To mortal Joys and mortal Cares ; 
To fenfual Blifs that charms us fo 
Be dark, my Eyes, and deaf, my Ears. 

II. 
Here I renoance my carnal Tafte 
Of the fair Fruit that Sinners prize : 
Their Paradife fliall never wafle 
One Thought of mine, but to defpife. 

III. 
AUearthly Joys are over-weigh'd 
With Mountains of vexatious Care ; 
And Where's the Sweet that is not laid 
A Bait to fome deftru^ve Snare ? 

IV. 
Be gone for ever. Mortal Things ! 
Thou mighty Mole Hill, Earth, Farewel ! 
Angeh afpire on lofty Wings, 
And leave the Globe for Ants to dwell. 

V. 
Come Heaven and fill my vaft Defires, 
My Soul purfues the fovereign Good : 
She was all made of heavenly Fires, 
' Nor can (he live on meaner Food . 
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God only known to bimfelf. 

I. 

T A N D and adore f how glorious He 
That dwells in bright Eternity ! 
gaze, and we confound our Sight 
ig'din th' Abyfs of dazling Light. 

IL 
m Sacred One, Almighty Three, 
at Everlafting Mystery, 
at lofty Numbers ihall we frame 
,al to thy tremendous Name ? 

III. 
iphs, the neareft to the Throne, » 

in; and fpeak the Great Unknown : 
;mpt the Song, wind up your Strings, 
Notes untry'd, and boundlefs Things. 

IV. 
I, whofe capacious Pow'rs forvey 
gely beyond our Eyes of Clay; 
what a narrow Portion too 1 
:en, or known, or thought by you I 

V. 
iv flat your higheft Praifes fall 
)W th' immenfe Original ! 
ak Creatures we, that ftrive in vain 
reach an uncreated Strain ! 

F 4 VI. Great 
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VI. 

Great God, forgive our feeble Lays, 
Sound out thine own eternal Praife ; 
A Song fo vaft, a Theme fo high. 
Calls for the Voice that tun'd the Sky. 

Pardon and San£liJication, 

L 

MY Crimes awake ; and hideoBs Fear 
Diilraas my reftlefs Mind, 
Guilt meets my Eyes with horrid Glare^ 
And Hell purfucs behind. 

II- 
Almighty Vengeance frowns on high, 

And Flames array the Throne ; 
While Thunder murmurs round the Sky^ 
Impatient to be gone. 

III. 
Where (hall I hide this noxious Head i 

Can Rocks or Mountains fave ? 
Or fhall I wrap me in the Shade 
Of Midnight and the Grave ? 
IV. 
Is there no Shelter from the Eye 

Of a revenging God ? 
JESUS, to thy dear Wounds I fly. 
Bedew me with thy Blood. 
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Thpfe Guardian Drop^my Soulfecuro, 

And wafli away my Sin ; "^ - 
Eternal Juftice frowns no aiore. 

And Confcience fmiles within. 
VI. 
I blefs that wondrous Purple Stream 

That whitens every Stain ; 
Yet is my Soul but half redeemed. 

If Sin the Tyrant reign. ^^ 

vn. 

Lord, blaft his Empire withdiy Breathy 

That curfed Throne m^ft fall ; 
Yc flattering Plague?, that work my Deaths 

Fly,^ for I hate you all. . 

Sovereignty and Grace. 



TH £ Lord ! how fearful is his Name ? 
How wide is his Command ? 
Nature, with all her moving Frame, 
Reds on his mighty Hand. 
II. 
Immortal Glory forms his Throne, 

And Light his awful Robe ; 
Whilft with a Sm^ile, or with a Frbwn, 
He manages the Globe. 

F c \W. K 
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iir. 

A Word of his Atml||^ty Breath 

Can fwell or fink (M Seas ; 
Build the vail Empires of the Earth, 

Or break them as hepleafe. 
IV. 
AdcMing Angtls round him fall 

In all their fhining Forms, 
His fovereign Eye looks thro' them all. 

And pities mortal Worms. 
V. 
His Bowels, to oar worthlefs Race, 

In fweet Compaffion move ; 
He doaths his Looks with fofteft Grace, 

And takes his Title, Love. 
VI. 
Now let the Lord for ever reign. 

And fway us as he will. 
Sick, or in Health, in Eafe, or Pain, 

We are his Favourites ftill. 
VII. 
No more (hall peevifh Paflion rife. 

The Tongue no more complain ; 
*Tis fovereign Love that lends our Joys, 

And Love refumes again. 
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ne Law and Gofpeh 

I. 

«* f^ U R S T be the Man, for ever carft, 
« V> " That doth one wilful Sin commit j 
•* Death and Damnation for the Firft, 
" Without Relief and Infinite. 

IL 
Thus Sinai roars ; and round the Earth 
Thunder, and Fire, and^ Vengeance flings ; 
But 7^ 5 US, thy dear gafping Breath, 
And Caharyy fay gentler Things. 

III. 
'* Pardon, and Grace, and boundlefs Love, 
*' Streaming along a SAviauR's Blood, 
** And Life, and Joys, and Crowns above, 
'* Dear-purchas'd by a bleeding God. 

IV. 
Hark, how he prays, (the charming Sound 
Dwells on his dying Lips) Forgive ; 
And every Groan and gaping Wound, 
Cries, " Father, let the Rebels live. 

V. 
Go, you that reft upon the Law, 
And toil, and feek Salvation there. 
Look to the Flames that Mojes faw. 
And ihrink, and tremble, and deibair* 



8« LYRIC POEMS, Book I. 

VI. 
Batlll retire beneath the Crois, 
Saviour, at thy dear Feet I lie ; 
And the keen Sword that Juftice draws. 
Flaming and red, (hall pafs me by. 

Seeking a divine Calm in a rejilefs fForld, 

O Mens, quae ftabili fata Regis vice, &c. 
Cafimire Book III. Od. iS. 

J. 

ETERNAL Mind, who ruPft the Fates 
Of dying Realms, and rifing States, 
With one unchanged Decree, 
While we admire thy vaft Affairs, 
Say, Can our little trifling Cares 
Afford a Smile to thee ? 

II. 
Thou fcattereft Honours, Crowns and Gold ; 
We fly to feize, and fight to hold 

The Bubbles and the Oar ; 
So Emmets flruggle for a Grain ; 
So Boys their petty Wars maintain 
For Shells upon the Shore. 

III. 
Here a vain Man his Scepter breaks. 
The next a broken Scepter takes. 

And 
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And Warriors win and lofc ; 
This rolling World will never ftand. 
Plundered and fnatch'd from Hand to Hand, 

As Power decays or grows. 

IV. 

Earth's but an Atom : Greedy Swords 
Carve it amongft a thoufand Lords> 

And yet they can't agree : 
Let greedy Swords ftill £ght and flay, 
I can be poor; bat, Lord, I pray 

To fit and fmile with thee. 

Happy Frailty. 

«r 

I. 

" TTOW meanly dwells th' Immortal Mind ! 

-t^ " How vile thefc Bodies are f 
** Why was a Clod of Earth defign'd 

" T' enclofe a heavenly Star ? 

n. 

<< Weak Cottage where our Souls reiide ( 

*« This Flefh a tott'/ing Wall? 
« With frightful Breiches gaping wide 

" The Building bends to fall. 

IIL 
** All round it Storms of Trouble blow, 

" And Waves of Sorrow roll j 
** Cold Waves and Winter Storms beat throu|^, 

f< And pain the Tenamt-Soul. 



t^.*^ 
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IV. 
«* Alas ! how frail our State !'' faid I ; 

And thus went mourning on. 
Till fudden from the cleaving Sky 

A Gleam of Glory ihone. 

V. 
My Soul all felt the Glory come. 

And breath'd her native Air ; 
Then ihe remember'd Heaven her Home, 

And Ihe a Prifoner here. 

VI. 

Straight ihe began to change her Key, 

And joyful in her Pains, 
She fung the Frailty of her Clay 

In pleafurable Strains. 

VII. 
" How weak the Pris'n is where I dwelU 

" Flefh but a tottering Wail, 
** The Breaches chearfully foretell 

*« The Houfe mull ihortly fall. 

VIII. 
♦* No more, my Friends, ihall I complain, 

•* Tho' all my Heart- firings ake ; 
V Welcome Difeafe, and every Pain, 

" That makes the Cottage fhake. 

IX. 

«* Now let the Tempeft blow all round, 
" Now fwell the surges high, 
** And beat this Houfe of Bondage down, 

<« To let the Stranger fly, 

*' I hare 
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X. 

** I have a Manfion built above 

" By the Eternal Hand J 
•* And fliould the Earth's old Bafis move 

" My Heav'nly Houfe muft ftand. 

XI. 
** Yes, for 'tis there my Saviour reigns, 

" (I long to fee the God) 
** And his immortal Strength fuftains 

" The Courts that coft him Blood. 

XII. 
Hark, from on high my Saviour calls : 

*• I come, my Lord, my Love:" 
Devotion breaks the Prifon Walls, 

And fpeeds my lad Remove. 

Launching into Eternity. 

IT was a brave Attempt ! adventurous He, 
Who in the firft Ship broke the unknown Sea ; 
And leaving his dear native Shores behind, 
Trufted his Life to the licentious Wind. 
I fee the furgirig Brine ; the Tempeft raves : 
He on a Pine-Plank rides acrofs the Waves, 
Exulting on the Edge of thoufand gaping Graves : 
He fleers the winged Boat, and fhifts the Sails, 
Conquers the Flood, and manages the Gales. 



\ 
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Such is the Soul that leaves this mortal Land 
Fearlefs when the great Matter gives Command. », 

Death is the Storm ; fhe fmiles to hear it roar. 
And bids the Tempeft waft her from the Shore : 
Then with a ijdlful Helm fhe fweeps the Seas, 
And manages the raging Storm with Eafe j 
(Her Faith can govern Death) (he fpreads her Wings 
Wide to the Wind, and as fhe fails fhe fings. 
And lofes by Degrees the fight of mortal Things. 
As the Shores leffen, fo her Joys arifc, 
The Waves roll gentler, and the Tempefl dies, 
Now vafl Eternity fills all her Sight, 
She floats on the broad Deep with infinite Delight, 
The Seas for ever calm, the Skies for ever bright. 



} 
} 



A Profpe£l of the Refurreclion. 

I. 

HOW long fhall Death the Tyrant reign 
And triumph o'er the Juft, 
While the rich Blood of Martyrs flain 
Lies mingled with the Dufl ? 

IL 

When fhall; the tedious Night be gone ? 

When will our Lord appear ? 
Our fond Defires would pray him down. 

Our Love embrace him here. 



U% 
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III. 
Let Faith arife and dimb the Hills^ 

And from afar defcry 
How diftant are his Chariot-Wheels, 

And tell how fafl they fly. 

IV. 
\Oy I behold the fcatt'ring Shades, 

The Dawn of Heav'n appears. 
The fweet immortal Morning fpreads 

Its Blaihes round the Spheres. 

V. 
I fee the Lord of Glory come. 

And flaming Guards around : 
The Skies divide to make him room. 

The Trumpet (hakes the Ground. 

VI. 

I hear the Voke; Te itad arifi^ 

And lo, the Graves obey, 
And waking Saints with joyful Eyes 

Salute th' expefted Day. 

VII. 
They leave the Duft, and on the Wing 

Rife to the middle Air, 
In fhining Garments meet their King, 

And low adore him there. 

VIII. 
O may my humble Spirit (land 

Amongft them cloth'd in White ? 
The meaneft Place at his Right Hand 

Is infinite Delight. 
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IX. 

How will our Joy and Wonder rife, 

When our returning King 
Shall bear us homeward thro' the Skies 

On Love's triumphant Wing ! 

Ad Domintim noftrum &? Servatorem 
JESUM CURISrUM. 

O D A. 
I. 

TE, grande Numen, Corporis Incola, 
Te, magna magni Progenies Patris, 
Nomen verendum noilri JESU 
Vox, Cithars, Calami fonabunt. 

II. 

Aptentur auro grandifonae fides, 
CHRIST I Triumphos incipe Barbite, 
Fradofque terrores Avernty 

Vidlum Erebum» domitamque Mortem^' 

III. 

Immenfa vaftos faecula circulos 
Volvere, blando dum Patris in finu 
Toto fruebatur JEHOVAH 
Gaudia mille bibens JESU Si 

IV. Do. I 



I 
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IV. 
iDonec fupcrno vidit ab iEtherc 
^dam cadentem, Tartara hiantia, 
Unaque mergendos ruina 

Heu nimium miferos Nepotes : 

V. 

Vidit minaccs Vindices Angeli 
Ignes & Enfem, Telaque Sanguine 
Tingenda noflro, dum rapinas 
Spe fremaere Erebaa Monftra. 

VI. 
Commota.lacras Vifcera protinas 
Sensere flammasy Omnipotens furor 
EbulUt, Immenfique Amoris 
^thereum calet Igne Pedus. 

VII. 
•* Non tota prorfus Gens Hominum dabit 
•* Hofti Triumphos : Quid Patris & Labor 
** Dulcifque Imago ? num peribunt 
" Funditus ? O prius Aftra caccis 

VIII. 
** Mergantur Undis^ 8c redeat Chaos : 
•* Aut ipfe difperdam Satana dolos, 
" Aut ipfc difperdar, & ifH 

*' Sceptra dabo moderanda dextrse. . 

K/ 
" Tcftor patcmum Numen, & hoc^papot 
'* iEquale teftor, dixit ; 8c iEthcrif 
Indinat ingens culmen, alto 
Defiliitque ruens Olympo. 
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X. 

Mortale corpus impiger indoit 
Artufque noftros, heu tenues nimis 
Nimifque viles \ Vindicique 
Corda dedit fodienda Ferra 

XI. 

Vitamque Morti ; Proh dolor ! O graves 
Tontuulis Irs ! O Lex fatis afpera ! 
Merccfque Peccati fevera 
Adamici^ vetitique frailos 

xn- 

Non Pccna lenis ! Quo ruis impotens ! 
Quo Mufa ! largas fuiidere lachrymas, 
Buftique Divini triumphos 
Sacrilego temerare fietu ? 

XIIL 

Sepone queflus, laeta Deum cane 
Majore Chorda. Pfalle fonorius 
Ut ferreas Mortis caverjoas 
£t rigidam penetravit Aulam; 

XIV. 
Sensere Numen Regna feralia, 
Mugit Barathrum, contremuit Chaos* 
Dirum fremebat Rex Gehtnna^ 
Ferque fuum tremebundus Orcam 

XV. 

Late refugit. " Nil agis Impie, 
« Mergat vel imis te FhUgethm vadis, 
«• Hoc findet undas Fulmen, inquit, 
Etpatrios jaculatus igncs 
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XVI. 
Trajecit hollem. Nigra filentia 
Uinbraeque flammas iEthereas pavcnt 
Dudum perofae, ex quo corufco 
Prsecipites cecidere Ceelo. 

. XVII. 
Immane rugit jam Tonitru ; fragor 
Late ruinam mandat : ab in£mis 
Lefheque defignata Genti 
Tartara disjiciuntur antris. 

XVIII. 
Heic flrata paflim Vincula, & heic jacent 
Unci cruenti. Tormina Mentium 
Invifa ; ploratuque vaifto 

Spicula Mors fibi aderopta plangit. 

XIX. 

En, ut refurgit Viftor ab ultimo 
Ditis profundo, curribus aureis 
Aftrida raptaus Monflra no^s 
Perdomitumque Erebi Tyrannum. 

XX 

Quanta Angelorum gaudia jubilant 
Vidtor paternum dum repetit polum ? 
£n quails ardet^ dum beati 
Limina fcandit Ovans Olympi ! 

XXI- 

lo triumfhi pledlra Seraphica, 
lo triumphe Grex Hominum fonet, 
Dum laeta quaquaverfus ambos 
Aftra rcpercutiunt Triumphos. 
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Sui-ipfius Increpatio. 
E P I G R A M M A. 

CO R P O R E cur haeres, Wattfi f cur Incola Terra? 
Quid cupis indignum, Mens habitare lutum ? 
Tc Caro mille malis premit ; hinc juvenes gravat artos 

Languor, & hinc vegetus crimina fanguis alit. 
Cura, Amor, Ira, Dolor mentem male diftrahit ; Aacqn 

Undique adefl S atanaj retia. fsva (Iruens. 
Suipice ut i£thereum fignant tibi nutibus Aflra 

Tramitem, & Aula vocat parte Cruore Dei. 
Tc manet Uriel dux ; & tibi fubjicit alas 

Stcllatas Seraphin officiofa cohors. 
Te Superum Chorus optat amans, te invitat yESUS, 

** Hue ades & noRro tempora conde finii. 
Vere amat ille Lutum quem nee Dolor aut Satan arcet 

Inde, nee alliciunt Angelus, Aflra, Deus. 



Excitatio Cordis Cesium verfus. 



1694. 



HE U quot seel a teris carcere Corporis, 
Wattfi? quid refugis Limen & Exitum ? 
Nee Mens ^thereum Culmen, Sc Atria 

Magni Patris anhelitat ? 

Corpus! 
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Corpus vile creat mille Moleftias, 
-Circum Corda volant & Dolor, & Metus, 
Peccatamque mails durius omnibus 

Cxcas Iniidias ftruit. 
Non hoc grata tibi Gaudla de folo 
Sorgunt : Christus abcft, deliciae toae, 
LongeCHRisTus abeft, inter & Angelos 

£t pidla aflra perambulans, 
♦ Cetli fomma petas, nee jaculabitur. 
- Jraamda tonzus/u/mina : Te Deus 
Hortatur^ Vacuum tende per jiera, 
' 1- "-'' Pennas nunc bomini datas, 

• Vidi Horat. Lib. I. Od. 3. 

^^ c:3& d& t3& <3& c?& cJ& cfe x: 

Breathing toward the Heavenly Country. 

Cajimriy Book I. Od. 19. imitated. 

Vrit me ? atria DifiOTy &C. 

THE Beauty of my native Land 
Immortal Love infpires ; 
I burn, I bum with ftrong Defu-es, 
And iigh, and wait the high Command. 
There glides the Moon her fhining Way, 
And (hoots my Heart thro' with a Silver Ray, " '"^^^ 

" Upward 
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Upward my Heart aipires ": 
A thoufand Lambs of golden Light 
Hung high, in vaulted Azure, charm my Sight* 
And wink and beckon with their amorous Fires. 
O ye fair Glories of my heavenly Home, 

Blight Centincls who gUard ray Father's Cour^ 
Where all the happy Minds relort. 
When will my Father's Chariot come ? 
Muft ye for ever walk th' Ethereal Round, 
For ever fee the Mourner lie 
(i\\ Exile of the Sky, 
A Prifoner of the Ground ? 
Defccnd fomc ihining Servants from on high. 

Build me a haily Tomb ; 
' A ^ralVy Turf will raife my Head ; 
The neighbouring Lilies drefs my Bed ; 

And ihed a cheap Perfume. 
Here I put oflF the Chains ©f Death, 

My Soul too long has worn : 
Friends, I forbid one groaning Breath, 

Or Tear to wet my Urn ; 
Raphael^ behold me all undred. 
Here gently fay this Flefh to reft ; 
Then mount, and lead the Path unknown. 
Swift I purfue thee, flaming Guide, on Pinions of my o^ 




Cafi 
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Cafimiri Epigramma loo. 

anfikum Ardalionem qui ex NfimoChrifti* 
anus fadtus Martyrium pafliis eft. 

R D A L I Ofacrosderidet carmine Rkus^ 
^ Feftmque non ifqttd voce Tbeatra quatit^ 
it Omnipotent ; *^ Non eft opus, inquit, biuico 

Fttlndnei tamfacUem^ Gratia^ evince Firum. 
rit ilia Polos , ' GT de/erit ijle Theatrum, 
t teretifacrttm vohit in En/e Caput. 
ic^ ftc, inquit, obit noftue CenueMa Vitai 

7erravale, C opium plande, Tjranne/eru 

Englifhed. 

Saint Ardalio, who from a Stage-Player 
came a Cbriftianj and fuffered Martyrdom. 

r. 

RDALIO jeers, and in his Comick Strains 
* ThcMyfteries of our bleeding God profanes 
He his loud Laughter fhakes the pdnted Scenes* 

II. 
aven heard, and (trait around the fmoaking TliroM 
e kindling Lightning in thick Flaflies (hone, 
d vengeful Thunder murmured to be gone. 
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Mercy flood near, and with a fmiling Brow 

Calm'd the loud Thunder ; '* There's no need of yoa 

** GrsL6e (hall defcend, and the weak Man fufadue. 

Grace leaved the Skies, and he the Stage forfakeib 
He bows his jrlead^own to the Martyring Ax, 
Andashebowsy this gende Parewel ipeakt ; 

V. 
** So goes the Comedy of Life away ; 
'^ Vain earth, adien s.HeaTenwill applaud to Day i 
>^ Strike Coorteqiu Tyrant, and conclude the Play. 

:^fl?en the Protejiant Cburcb at Montpelier «i 
demolifbed by the French King^s Order, il 
Protefiants laid Stones «jf> in their Buryini 
flace^ 'whereon a Jejuit made a Latin Efi 
•gram. 

Engliflied thus : 

AHu£nQt Church, once at MtmtpeUerhjyXt^ 
Stood and proclaimed their Madnefs and their GoUlJ 
Too long it ftood beneath Heav- n's angry Frown, 
Worthy when rifing to be thuijder'd down. 
Ltwis^ at laft, th' Avenger of the Skies, 
(Commands, and level with the Ground it lies : 
The ^nes difpersM, their wretched offspring come, - M 
ffhxhGTg, HjA 4^ap thqxa on dL<^ Father's Tomb.. 1 
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Thus die cursed Honfe falls on the Builder's Head : 
And tho' beneath the Ground their Bones ^relaid. 
Vet the juft Vengieance fiill purfues the guilry Dead* 



\ 



the Anfwer hj a French Protejlanh 
Engliflied thus : 

ACbrtfitan Church once at Montpelier flood. 
And nobly fpokethe Builder's Zeal forGoD^ 
It ftood the Envy of the fierce Dragoon, 
But not deferv'd to be deflroy *d fo foon : 
Yet Liwis^ the wild Tyrant of the Age, 
Tears down the Walls, a Viftioi to his Rage. 
Young faithful Hands pile up the facred Stones 
(Dear Monument !) o'er their dead Fathers Bones % 
The Stones fhall move when the dead Fathers rife, p 
Start up before the pale Deflroyer's Eyes, ^ 

And teftlfy his Madnefs to th' aveng^g Skies. a 

W?lf Iff f If f f W 

Two bappy Rivals^ Devotion and the Mufe. 

I. 

WI L D as the Lightning, various as the Moon. 
Roves my Pindaric Song : 
liere Ihe glows like burning Noou 
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In fierceft Flames, and here (he plays 
Gentle as Star-beams on the Midnight Seas ; 
Now in a fmiling Angel's Form, 
Anon Hie rides upon the Storm, 
Loud as the noify Thunder, as a Delugp ftitmg. ' 
Arc my Thoughts and Wifhesfrec, 
And know no Number nor Degree ? 
Such js. the Mufe : Lo (he difdaips 

The Links and Chains, 
Meafures and Rules of vulgar Strains, 
And o*er the Laws of Harmony a Sovertign Qoee^ i 
reigns 

H. 
If (he roves 
By Streams or Groves 
Tuning her Pleafureb or her Pains^ 
My Pafiion keeps her (till in Sight, 
My Paffion holds an equal Flight 
Thro' Love's, or Nature's wide Campaigns^ 
|f with bold Attempt (he fmgs 
-Of the biggeft mortal Things, 
Tottering I'hrones and Nations (laiui 
Qr breaks the Fleets of warring Kings, 
While Thunders roar 
From Shore to Shore, 
My Soul (its faft upon her Wings, 
And fweeps the crimfon Surge, or fcours the purple Flai 

Still 1 attend her as (he flics, 
Kound the broad Globe, and all beneath the Skies. 

m. ' 

B;it when from the Meridian Star 
Lx>ng.StFeakfi of Glory fiune^ 



Sacred /o D e v o t i o K, &c. 105 

**■ • And Heaven invites her from afar. 
She takes the Hint (he knows the Sign, 

The Mufe afcends her heavenly Carr, 
And climbs the ileepy Path and means the Throne divkc. 
Then fhe leaves my fluttVing Mind 
Clogg'd with Clay, and unrefin'd,- 
Lengths of Diflanee far behind : 
Virtue lags with heavy Wheel • ' 

Faith has Wings, but cannot rife, 

Cannot rife, Swift and high 

As the winged Numbers fly, 
^ And faint Devotion pandsig lies 

Half way th' Ethereal Hill. 
IV. 
O why is Piety fo weak, 

. And yet the Mufe {o ftrong ? 
When (hall thefe hateful Fetters br«ak 

That have confined me long \ 
Inward a glowing Heat I feel, 
A Spark of heavenly Day ;• 
But earthly Vapours damp my Zeal, 
And heavy Flefh drags me the downward Wajt. 

Faint are the Efforts of my Will, 
And mortal Paflion charms my Soul aflray. 
Shine, thou fweet Hour of dear Releafe, 
Shine from the Sky, 
And call me high 
To mingle with the Choirs of dory and of BlifaJ 
Devotion diere beginr the Flight, 
:.^ Awak;es the Song, and guides the Way ; 
ThercTi^ve and Zeal divine and bright 

G 3 T\w» 
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Trace out new Regions in the World of Light, ■^. 

And fcarce the boldeft Mufe can follow or obejr, 

V. 
^ I*m in a Dream, and fancy reigns. 
She fpreads her gay delufive Sceiies i 

Or is the Viiion true ? 
Behold Religion on her Throne, 
In awful ftate defcending down. 
And her Dominions vaft and bright within xny fpcciogi 
View. 
She fmiles, and with a courteous Hand 

She beckons me away ; ^ 

I feel mine airy Powers loofe from the cumbrous Clay, 
And with a joyful hafte obey 
Jtiiigion'i high Command. 
What Lengths and HeightL Sind Depths nnknowBi 
Broad Fields with blooming Glory fown. 
And Seas, and Skies, and Stars her own. 

In an unmeafur'd Sphere ! 
What Heavens of Joy, and Light ferenc ^ 
Which nor the rolling Sun has feen« 
Where nor the roving Mufe has been 
That greater Traveller I 
VL 
A long Farewel to all below, 
Farewel to all that Senfe can (how. 
To golden Scenes, and flow'ry Fields, 
To all the Worlds that Fancy builds. 

And all that Poets know. 
Now the fwift Tranfports of the Mind « 

Leave the fluttering Mufe behind, 
A llioufand loofe Pindaric Flumes fly fcatt*ring down the 
Wind. 
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Amongft the Clouds 1 lofe my Breathy 

The Rapture grows too ftrong : 
The feeble PowVs that Nature gave 
Faint and drop downward to the Grave ; 
Receive their Fall^ thou Treafurer of Deadi i 
I will no more demand my Tongue, 
Till the grofs Organ well rcfin'd 
Can trace the boundlefs Flights of an Unfettered Mind^ 
And raife aji eqaal Song. 

The following Poerris of this Book are peau* 
liarly dedicated to Divine Love*. 

The Hazard of loving tbc Creatures. 

I. 

WHERE E*ER my flattering Paffions nnrt 
I find a lurking Snare ; 
*Tis dangerous to let loofe our Love 
Beneath th* Eternal Fair. 

n. 

Souls whom the Tye of Friendfbip bindi^ 

And Partners of our Blood, 
Seize a large Portion of our Minds, 

And leave the lefs for God. 

• Different Ages have their different Ain and Fttfiion of Writingm 
It was much more the Fafoion of the Age^ ^hen tbefe Poems vter* 
wntten^ to treat of Divine SuijeSt in lie Styk of Soi.0M0v!« 
Song than it ts at this Dajy which will aSocd toiQft ^Y^Acv^ i^\ >bab 
"Wriigr, ia AJ#jrou/]feft Years* 



\ 
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III. 

Nature has foft but powerful Band% 

And Reafon (he controuls ; 
While Children with their little Handi 

Hang dofeft to our Souls. 
IV. 
Thoughtlefs they aa th' old Serpent's Part > 

What tempting Things they be ! 
Lord, how they twine about our Hearl^ 

And draw it off from thee ! 
V. 
Our haily Wills rufh blindly on 

Where rifing Paffion rolls. 
And thus we make our Fetters firong 

To bind our flavifh Souls. 
VI. 
Dear Sovereign, break thefe Fetters off. 

And fet our Spirits free ; 
God in himfelf is Blifs enough. 

For we have all in Thee. 



Defiring to love C H R 1 3 T. 



r. 

COME, let me love : or is thy Mind 
Hardened to a Stone, or froze to Ice ? 
I fee the bleffed Fair One bend 
And iloop t' embrace me from the Skies I 

TLQV 
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*tis a Thought would melt a Rock» 
d make a Heart of Iron move, 
at thofe fweet Lips, that heavenly Look^ 
»uld feek and wiih a mortal Love ! 

m. 

as a Traitor doom'd to Fire, 
ind to fuftain Eternal Pains ; 

flew on Wings ai ftrong Deiire, 
Ltm'd my Guilt, and took my Chains. 

IV. 
nite Grace ! Almighty Charms ! 
nd in Amaze, ye whirling Skies, 
i 5 17 5 the God, with naked Arms« 
ngs on a Crois of Love, and dies. 

V. 
\ Pity ever fteop fo low, 
ifs'd in Divinity and Blood ? 
s ever Rebel courted fo 
ijroans of an expiring God ? 

VL 
lin he lives ; and fpreads his Handsj^:' 
nds that were naiVd to tott'ring Smart ; 
thefe dear pyounds, fays he '; and Hands 
1 prays to clafp me to his Heart. 

VII. 
; I muft love ; or are my Ears 

deaf, nor will my PaiTion move ? 
•n let me nielt this Heart to Tears ; 
Is Heart Ihall yield to Death or Love, . 

G c ffe 
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Tie Hears given awag^. 



IF there are Paffions in my Soul, 
(And Paflions fare there be) 
Now ihey are all at thy Controul, 
My JESUS, all for Thee 
IT. 
If Love, that pleafing Power, can reft 

In Hearts fo hard as mine. 
Come, gentle Saviour, to myBreafi, 
For all my Love is thine. 

in. 

Let the gay World, with treacherous Art, 

Allure my Eyes in vain : 
I have convey 'd away my Heart, 

Ne'er to return again. 

IV. 
I feel my warmed Paffions dead 

To all that Earth can boail i 
This Soul of mine was never made 

For Vanity and Duft. 

V. 
Now I can fix my Thoughts above, 

Amidft theii flattVmg Charms, 
Till the dear Lord that hath my LovC 

Shall call me to his Anns, 



VI. fit 



> 
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So GahrieU at his King'ai Command* 

From yon Celeftial Hill, 
Walks downwafxl to our wcnrthlefs Land* 

His Soul points upward ,0. 
VII. 
He glides along by mortal Things, 

Without a Thought of Love, 
Fulfils his Tafky and fpr^s his Wmg9 

To reach the Realms abore. 

Meditation in a GrBve. ^ 



SWEET Mufe» defcend and blefs the Sbad«, 
And blefs the Evening Grove ; ... 

Bufmefs, and Noife, and Day are fled. 
And ev^ry Care> but JLove. 
II. 
But hence, ye wanton Young and Fair, 

Mine is a pure^ Flame ; 
No Pbillis (hall infed the Air, - 

With her unhallowed Name. 
Hi. 
7 £ 5 C7 5 has all my Powers poffeft. 

My Hopes, my Fears, my Joys : 
He, the dear Sovereign of my Breafi^ 
Shall flill command my Voic^. 

IV. ' ~ 
Some of the faired Choirs above 
Shall flock around my Song» 
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With Joy to hear the Name they love 

Sound from a mortal Tongue. 
V. 
His Charms ihall make my Nombers flow^ 

And hold the &lling Floods, 
•While Silence fits on every Bought 

And bends the lift'ning Woods. 
VL 
m carve our Paffion on the Bark, 

And every wounded Tree 
Shall drop and bear fome myAic Mark 

ThatJESUSdyd forme 
VII. 
The Swains ihall wonder when they read, 

Infcrib'd on all the Grove, 
That Heaven itfelf came down, and bled 

To win a Mortal^s Love. 

The Fair eft and the Only Beloved. 



HO N O U R to that diviner Ray 
That firft allur'd my Eyes away 
From every mortal Fair j 
All the gay Things that held my Sight 
Seem but the twinkling Sparks of Nighty 
And languiihing in doubtful Light 
Pie at the Morning-Star, 

II. Whal- 
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ir. 

Whaterer fpeaks the Godhead great, 

Andfit to be ador'dy 
Whatever makes the Creature fweet. 
And worthy of my Paflion, meet 

Harmonious in my Lord. • 

A thouTand Graces ever rife 

And bloom upon his Face ; 
A thoufand Arrows from his ^yt% 
Shoot thro* my Heart with dear Siirprixe^ 

And guard around the Place, 

m. 

All NatiiEe*s Art (hall never core 

The heavenly Pains I found. 
And *tis beyond all Beauty's Power 

To make another Wound : 
Earthly Beauties grow and fade; 
Nature heals the Wounds fhe made^ 

But charms £b much divine ^ 

Hold a long Empire of the Heart ; ' 
What Heaven has joinM fhall never part. 

And 7 £ 5 1/5 muft be mine. 
IV. 
In vain the envious Shades of Night, 

Or Flatteries of the Day 
Would veil his Image from my Sights 

Or tempt my Soul away ; 
7 £ 5 C/ 5 is all my waking Theme, 
His lovely FdSrm meets every Dream 

And knows not to depart ; 

The 
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The Paffion reigns 
Thro' all my Vdni, 
And floating round the crimfon Streinif 

Still finds him at my Heart. 
V. 
Dwell there, for ever dwell, my Love; 

Here I confine my Senfe ; 
Nor dare my wildeft Wiihes rove 

Norftir a Thought from thence. 
AmidH thy Glories and thy Grace 
Let all my Remnant-Minutes pafs ; 

Grant, thou Everlasting Fair, 

Grant my Soul a Manfion there ; 
My Soul afpires to fee thy Face 
Tho' Life fliou'd for the Vifion pay ; 
So Rivers run to meet the Sea, 
And lofe their Nature in th* Embrace. 

vr. 

Thou art my Ocean, thou my God j 
In Thee the Pailions of the Mind 
VTixh Joys and Freedom unconfin^d 
Exult, and fpread their Powers abroad. 
Not all the glittering Things on high 
Can make my Heaven, if thou remove ; 
I ihali be tir'd and long to die ; 
Life is a Pain without thy Love i 

Who could ever bear to be 

Curft with Immortality 
Among the Stars, but far from Thee > 



MutMoi 
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Mutual Loveftronger than Death. 

I. 

NO T the rich World of Mind< aboT« 
Can pay the mighty Debt of Love 
I owe to Christ my God : 
With Pangs which none but he could fed 
He brought my guilty Soul from Hell : 
Not the firft Seraph's Tongue can uli 
The Value of his Blood. 

n. 

Kindly he feiz'd me in his Arms, 

From the falfe World's pemicous^ Charms 

With Force divinely fweet. 
Had I ten thoufand Lives my own^ 
At his Demand, 
With chearful Hand, 
J'd pay the Vital Treafure down 
In hourly Tributes at his Feet. 
lU. 
Bat, Saviour, letmetafte thy Grace 

With every fleeting Breath ? 
And thro' that Heaven of Pleafure p.a& 

To the cold Arms of Death ; 
Then I could lofe fucceflive Soult 

Faft as th^ Minutes fly ; 
So Billow after Billow rolls 

To kiifi the Shore, and die. 
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The Subftance of the following Copy^ and many 
of the Lines werefent me by an efteemed Friend^ 
Mr. W. Nokes, with a Defire that Iwaulii 
form them into a Pindaric Ode ; but I retained; 
bis Meafuresy left Ijbould too much alter bis 
Senfe. 

A Sight (?/ C H R I s T. 

AN G £ L S of Light, your God and King furroand. 
With noble Songs ; in his exalted Flefti 
He claims your Worihip ; while his Saints on Earth, 
Blefs their Redeemer -God with humble Tongues. 
Angels with lofty Honours crown his Head j 
We bowing at his Feet, by Faith, may feel 
His diftant Influence, and confefs his Love. 

Once I beheld his Face, when Beams divine 
. Broke from his Eye lids, and unufual Light 
*" Wrapt me at once in Glory and Surprize. 
My joyful Heart high leaping in my Breaft 
With Tranfport cry'd, T/jis is the Chuist of God ; 
Then threw my Arms around in fweet Embrace, 
And clafp'd, and bow'd adoring low, till I was loft in him. 

V/hile he appears, no other Charms can hold 
Or draw my Soul, alham'd of former Things, 
Whidi flOjRemembrance now defer ve or Name, 
; Tho^wixh Coiatempt ; bcft mOb\iviOikYi\aL. 
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But the bright Shine and Prefence foon withdrew ; 
I fought him whom I lo^, but found him not ; 
I felt his Abfencc ; and with ftrongeft* Cries 
Proclaimed, }X^here JESUS is not, all m vomt. 
Whether I hold him with a full Delight* 
:Or feek him panting with extreme Defire^ 
Tls he alone can pleafe my wond'ririg Soul % 
■To bold or feek him is my only Choice* ^ 
"If hc'tefhun on me to cafl his Eye 
Down (rom his Palace, nor my longing Sod 
With upward Look can fpy my deareft Lo rd 
Thro' his blue Pavement, m behold him ftili 
With fwect Refie£Uon on the paceful Crofs, 
All in his Blood and Anguifh groaning deep^ 

Gafping and dying there ■ 

This Sight I ne'er can lofe, by it I live : 
A quick'ning Virtue from his Death infpir'd 
Is Life and Breath to me ; his Flefh my Food ; 
His vital Blood I drink, and hence my Strength. 

I live, I'm ftrong, and now Eternal Life 
Beats quick within my Bread, my vigorous Mind 
Spurns the dull Earth, and on her fitty Wings 
Reaches the Mount of Purpofes Divine, 
Counfeli of Peace betwixt th* Almighty Three 
Conceived at once, and fign'd without Debate, 
In perfedi Union of th' Eternal Mind. 
With vaft Amaze I fee the unfathom'd Thoughts, 
Infinite Schemes, and infinite Deiigns 
Of God's own Heart, in which heeverrefb. 
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Eternity lies optn to my View ; 

Here the fieginning and the End of all 

J can difcovcr ; C ///^ 75 ^ the End of all, 

And CH R 1ST the great Beginning ; he my Head, 

My God, my Glory, and my All in All. 

O that the Day, the joyful Day were come, 
N^Tien the firft Mam from his ancient Duft 
Grown'd with new Honours fhall revive, and fee 
J E SU Shis Son and Lord ; while fhouting Saiati 
Surround their King, and God's Eternal Son 
Shines in the midll, but with fuperior Beams, 
And like himfelf ; then the myderious Word 
Long hid behind the Letter fhall appear 
All Spirit and Life, and in the fulleft Light 
Stand forth to publick View ; and there difcloft 
His Father's facred Works, and wondrous Ways i 
Then Wifdom, Righteoufnefs and Grace divine. 
Thro' all the infinite Tranfadlions paft. 
Inwrought and (hining, fhall with double BI:ucc 
Strike our aflonifli'd Eyes, and ever reign 
Admir'd and glorious in triumphant Light. 

Death, and the Tempter, and the Man of Sin 
Now at the Bar arraigned, in Judgment cafl. 
Shall vex the Saints no more : but perfed Love 
And loudeft Praifes perfeft Joy create, 
While-ever* circling Years maintain theblifsful State. 



Lw 
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V. 

*Twai his own Love that made him bleeds 
That naiPd him to the curfed Tree; 
' Twas his own Love thb Table fpr^ad 
For fuch unworthy Worms as wc, 

VI. 
"Hien let as tafte the Saviour's Love, 
ne. Faith, and feed upon the Lord : 
' '^'^nfent our Lips fhall move 
r crown the Board. 
)^r O W let my Fait*. 

Look back to hear hu dying Cries, 
Tken mount and fee his Throne above* 

IL 
See where he languifh^d on the Crofs » 
Beneath my Sins he groan'd and dy'd ; 
See where he fits to plead my Cavife 
By his Almighty Father's Side. 

IIL 
If I behold his bleeding Heart, 
There Love in Floods of Sorrow reigns, 
HeViumphs o'er the killing Smart, 
And buys my Plcafure with his Pains. 

IV. 
Or if I climb th' Eternal HiHs ..; 

Where the dear Conqueror fits enthron'd^ 
Still in his Heart Compaflion dwells. 
Near the Memorials of his Wound. 

V. 
How fhall a pardon'd Rebel fliow 
How much I love my dying God ? 
Lord, here I banilh every Foe, 
I hate^e Sins that coil thy Bloods ^ 
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Eternity lies optn to my View ; 

Here the Beginning and the End of all 

J can difcovcr ; C ///^ 75 T the End of all, 

And CH R 1ST the great Beginning ; he my Head, 

My God, my Glory, and my All in All, 

O that the Day, the joyful Day were come, -' 

When the firfl JJam from his ancient Dud 
Grown'd with new Honours ihall revive. J^yaS-Suppcf, 
y E sushis Son and Lord ; w' " 
Surround their King, and Gd/ai, Ixiii. I, 2} 3** 



WHAT heavenly Man, or lovely God, 
Comes marching dbwnward from the Skics^ 
Array'd in Garments, rolPd in Blood, 
With Joy and Pity in his Eyes ? 

ir. 

The Lord ! the Saviour I yes, 'tis he, 
I know him by the Smiles he wears ^ 
Dear glorious Man that dy'd forme, 
Drench'd deep in Agonies and Tearg I. 

III. 
Lo, he reveals his fliining Bread ; 
I own thofe Wounds, and I adore r 
Lo, he prepares a royal Feaft, 
Sweet Froit of the iharp Pangs he bora ! 

IV. 
Whence flow thefe Favours fo divine f 
Lord f why fo laviihof thy Blood ? 
Why for fuch Earthfy Souls as mine, 
Tliis heavenly Fleih,. this facred Food f 
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V. 

was his own Love that made him bleeds 
lat nail'd him to the curfed Tree; 
'was his own Love thb Table fpread 
T fuch unworthy Worms as wc, 

VL 
len let us tafte the Saviour's Love, 
>mey Faith, and feed upon the Lord : 
ith glad Confent our Lips (hall move 

id fweet Ho/annas crown the Board. 

« 

Conver/e njoitb Christ. 



^lA tir'd with Vifits, Modes^ and Forms, 
. And Flatteries paid to Fellow- Worms ; 

Their Converfation cloys ; 
Their vain Amours, and empty StuflF: 
But I can ne'er enjoy enough 
f thy bed Company, my Lord, thoa Life of ^1 mjr Joyt» 

IL 
When he begins to tell his Love, 
Through every Vein my Paflions move^ 

The Captives of his Tongue : 
In midnight Shades, on frofly Ground, 
I could attend the pleafing Sound, — ' ": 

or ihould I feel December cold, nor think the Daxknieft 
long. 

IIL 
licre, while T hear my Saviour-God '*' 

3unt o'er the Sins (a heavy Load) 
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« He bore upon the Tree, 
Inward I blu(h with fecretShame* 
Andy weep, and love, and blefs the Name 
That knew not Guilt nor Grief his own, but bare it 
IV. 
Next he defcribes the Thorns he wore^ 
And talks his bloody Paffion o'er. 

Till I am drown'd in Tears : 
Yet with the Sympathetic Smart 
There's a ftrange Joy beats round my Heart ; 
. The curfed Tree has Bleffings in't, my fweetefi I 
V. ' 
I hear the glorious Sufferer tell, 
How on his Crofs he vanquifh*d Hell« 

And all the Powers beneath : 
Tranfported and infpir'd, my Tongue 
Attempts his Triumphs in a Song ; fl 

B§w bajthi Strpent loft his Stingy andwheris thy I 
VI. 
But when he fhews his Hands and Hearty - 
With thofe dear Prints of dying Smar^ 

He fets my Soul on Fire : 
Not the beloved John could reft 
With more Delight upon that Breaft, (] 

Nor ^bwm pry into thofe Wounds with more i 
VII. 
'iv he opens me his Ear, 

nour my Sorrow therc^ 
:•'■ ■ a all my Pains : 
.'ii.. afe my burdenM Heart, 

In every > . he bears a Part, (fu 

fTii Arms embrace m^ and hb Hand my drooping 

vin 



Sacred /^ D e v o t i o M, 8rc. 12^ 
VIII. 

Fly from my Thoughts, all human Things ' 
And fpoiting Swains, and fighting Kings, 
And Tales of. wanton Love : 
My Soul difdains that little Snare 
The Tangles of Amird^ Hair ; 
Thine Arms, my God, are Tweeter Bandsy nor can my 
Heart remove. 

Grace Jbining^ and Nature fainting. 
Sol. Song i. 3, &ii. 5. & vi. 5. 



TELL me, fweft of thy Kind* 
Tell me Shepherd, all divine^ 
Where this fainting Head reclined 
May relieve fuch Cai?es as mine : 
Shephbkd, lead me to thy Grovje^ 
If burning Noon infed the Sky 
The fick'ning Sheep to Covert fly. 
The Sheep not half fo faint as I, 

Thus overcome with Love* 1, 

JL 
Say, thou dear, SovERticN of my Brea4 
Where doft thou lead thy Flock to reft ; 
Why (hould I appear like one 
Wild and wandring all alone, 
Unbeloved and unknown ? 
O my Great Redeemer, fay. 
Shall I turn my Fett aftray ( 

WOl 
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Love /9 C H R I s T prefent or ahfenU 



OF all the Joys we Mortals know, 
JESUS, thy Love exceeds the reft ; 
Love, the beft Blc&ng here below, 
And neareft Image of the bleft. 
H. 
Sweet are my Thoughts, and foft my Cares^ 
When the Celeftial Flame I feel ; 
Jn all my Hopes, and all my Fears, 
There's fomething kind and pleafing ftilL 

in. 

While I am held in his Embrace 
There's not a Thought attempts to rove; 
;£ach Smile he wears upon his Face 
j^ixes, and charms, and fires my Love. 

IV. 
Hefpeaks, and ftrait immortal Joys 

Run thro' my Ears, and reach my Heart ; 

JAy Soul all melts at that dear Voice, 

AndPleafure (hoots thro' every Part. 
V. 

If he withdraw a Moment's fpace. 

He leaves a fecred Pledge behind ; 

ilere in this Breaft his Image ftays. 

The Grief and Comfort of my Mind. ^ 
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VL 

While of his Abfence I complain^ 
And long, and weep as Lovers do. 
There's a ftrange Pleafure in the Pain, 
And Tears have their own Sweetnefs too. 

, VII. 
When round his Courts by Day I rove. 
Or afk the Watchmen of the Night • 
For fome kind Tidings of my Love, 
His very Name creates Delight. 
VIII. 
y E S U Sy my God ; yet rather come ; 
Mine Eyes would dwell upon thy Face j 
'Tis bell to fee my Lord at home. 
And feel the Prefence of his Grace. 

The Abfence <?/ C h R i s T. 

L 

COME, lead me to fome lofty Shade 
Where Turtles moan 'their Loves ; 
Tall Shadows were for Lovers made ; 
And Grief becomes the Groves. 
IL 
"•Tis no mean Beauty of the Ground 

That has inilav'd mine Eyes j 
I faint beneath a nobler Wound, 
Nor love below the Skies. 
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JESUS, the Spring of all that's bright. 

The Evcriafting Fair, 
}Ieaven> Ornament, andHearen's Delight, 

Is my Eternal Care. 

IV. 
But, ah \ how far above this Grave 

Does the bright Charmer dwell ? 
Abfence, thou keeneft Wound to Love« 

That fharpeft Pain, I feel. 
V. 
Penfivel dimb the facred Hills, 

And near him vent my Woes ; 
Yet his fweet Face he ftill conceals. 

Yet fBll my Paffion grows. 
VI. 
I murmur to the hollow Vale, 

I tell the Rocks my Flame, 
And blels the Eccho in her Cell 

That befi repeats her Name. 
VII. 
}Ay Paffion breathes perpetual Sighs, 

Till pitying Winds fhall hear, 
/knd gently bear them up the Skies, 

And gently wound his Ear. 

Dejirittg his Difcent to Eanb. 



J 



SSUS, 1 love. Come, deareftNamc, 
Cook mid pofleb th»llc«ttQ( tomda ^ 
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>ve» tho* ^cis a fainter Flame, 
d infinitely lefs than thine. 
II. 
[ if my Lord woold leave the Skies» 
sft in the Rays of mildeft Grace, 
f Soul fhould haften to my Eyes . 

meet the Pleafures of his Face. 

III. 
»w would I feafl on all his Charms, 
len round his lovely Feet entwine I 
jrfhip and love, in all their Forms, 
Du'd honour Beauty fa diving. . ' 

* IV. 
vain the Tempter's flj^i'ring Tongue, 
le World in vain ihotild bid me,4iiQve, 
vain i for I fhould gJize fo long 
il I were all transformed to Love* 

V. 
len (mighty God) Fd fing and fay. 
What empty Names, are Crowns and King^ J 
Amongft *em give thefe Worlds away, 
Phefe little defpicable Things. 

VI. 
^ould not afk to climb the Siky, 
»r envy Angels their Abode, 
ave a Heav'n as bright and higk 
the bkft Vifion of my Gop. 



H % 4fmJiiiig 
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Afcending to him in Heaven. 

r. 

^np I S pure Delight, without Alloy, 
JL ysSUS, to hear thy Name, 

My Spirit leaps with inward Joy, 
I feel the facred, Flame. 

n. 

My Paflions hold a pleafing Reign, 

While Love infpires my Breail, 
Love, the divineft of the Train, 
The Sovereign of the reft. 
III. 
This is the Grace muft live and fing. 
When Faith and Fear fhall ceafe, 
Muft found from every joy fill String 
Thro' the fweet Groves of Blifs. 
IV. 
Let Life immortal feize my pay ; 
Let Love refine my Blood ; 

. Her Flames can bear my Soul away, 

Can bring me near my Go». 
V. 
Swift I afcend the heavenly Place, 

And haften to my Home, 
I Jeap to meet thy kind Embrace, 
J come, O Lord, 1 come. 
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VI. 

nk down, ye fcparating Hijls, 

Let Guilt and Death remove, 

'is Love that drives my Chariot-Whceli, . 

And Death muA yield to Love. 



SbH 



' The Prefence of God worth dying for 
Ory The Death of Mofes. 

I. 

' O R D, *ti8 an infinite Delig^bt 
-J To fee thy lovely Face, 
o dwell whole Ages in thy Sight, 
And feel thy vital Rays. 

11. 

his G^z^nV/ knows; and fings thy Namt- 

With Rapture on his Tongue ; 
lofes the Saint enjoys the fame, 
nd Heaven repeats the Song. 
III. 
^hile the bright Nation founds thy Praifb 

From each etemahHill, 

veet Odours of exhaling Grace 

The happy Region filL 

IV. 
hy Love, a Sea without a Shore, 

Spreads Life and Joy abroad : 

'tis a Heaven worth dying for 

To fee a (xniling God ! 



H4 V.^OR% 
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Slew me thy Face, and HI away 

From all inferior Things ; 
Speak, Lord, and here I quit mj day. 

And firetch mj airy Wings. 
VI. 
Sweet was the Journey to the Sky 

The wondrous Prophet try'd j 

The Prophet climbed and dy*d. 
VIL 
Softly his fainting Head he lay 

Upon his Maker's Breaft, 
His Maker kifs^d his Soul away» 

And laid his Fleih to reft. 

VIII. 
InGoD^s own Arms he left the Breath 

That God's own Spirit gave ; 
His was the nobleft Road to Death* 

And his the fweeteft Grave. 

<J& cfe cJfe <:fc cJ& iJfc cJb 

Longing for bis Return. 

I. 

OT W A S a mournful parting Day t 
Farewely my Sfcu/e, he faid ; 
(How tedious. Lord, is thy Delay I 
How long my Lov£ hathftaid !) 

IL^ 
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HI. 

ewiii at once he left the GroaAd, -, 

Vnd climb'd his Father's Sky : 
D, I would tempt thy Chariot down, * ' ' "- 
)r leap to thee on high. 

IIL 
nd the Creation wild I rove, 
nd fearch the Globe in vain ; 
re's nothing here that's worth my Lovte 
'ill thou return again. 

IV. 
Paflions fly to feek their King, ' 

nd fend theit Groans abroad, 
y beat the Air with heavy Wing, 
ud mourn an abfent God. 

V. 
\ inward Pain my Heart-ffaings founds 
y Soul dilfolves away ; 
• SovEREiGN, whirl theSeafons r6und^ 
nd bring the promis\l Day. 

Hope in Darhtefs. 

E T, Gracious God, 

Yet wi'l I feek thy fmiling Face ; 
t tho' a (hort Eclipfc his Beauties ihrowd 
id bar the Influence of his Rays, 
but a Morning Vapour, or a Summer' Clowd : 

H c H» 
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He is my Sun tho' he rcfufe to fliine, 

Tho' for a Moment he depart ' \ 

I dwell for ever on his Hear^ 
For ever he on mine. 

Early before the Light arife 

I'll fpring a Thought away to God ; 

The Paffion of my Heart and Eyes 

Shall (hout a thoufand Groans and Sighs, 

A thoufand Glances ihike the Skies, 
The Floor of his Abode. 
II. 

Dear Sovereign, hear thy Servant pray. 

Bend .the blue Heavens^ Eternal King, , 

Downward thy chearful Graces bring ; ' 

Or (hall I breathe in vain and pant my Hours away ? 
Break, glorious Brightness, thro' the gloomy Veil, 

Look how the Armies of Defpair 

Aloft their footy Banners rear 

Round my poor captive Soul, and dare 

Pronounce me Prifoner of Hell. 

But Thou, my Sun, and Thou, my Shield,. 

Wilt fave me in the bloody Field ; 
Break, glorious Brightness, (hoot one glimmering Ray, 

One Glance of thine creates a Day, 

And drives the Troops of Hell away. 
IIL 
Happy the Times, but ah I the Times are gone 

When wond'rous Power and radiant Grace 
Round the tall Arches of the Temple fhone. 

And mingled their viflorious Rays : 






Sacred to Devotio-n, &c. 135 

Sin, with all its ghaflly Train, 

Fled to the Deeps of Death again. 

And fmiling Triumph fat on every Face : 

Our Spirits raptured with the Sight ' ' '' 

Were all Devotion, all Delight, 
And loud Ho/annas founded the Redeen»;r^s Prdf&; 
Here could I fay, 
(And point the Place whereon I flood) 
Here I enjoy'd a Vifit half the Day . . 
From my defcending God : 
I was regal'd with heavenly Fare, 
With Fruit and Manna from above ; 
Divinely fweet the Bleilings were 
While mine Emanuel was there : 
And o'er my Head 
The Conqueror fpread 
The Banner of his Love. 
IV. 
Then why my Heart funk down fo low ? 
Why do my Eyes diflblve and flow , 

And hopclefs Nature mourn ? 
Review, my S6ul, thofe pleafing Days, 
Read his unalterable Grace 
1 hro' the Difplcafure of his Face, 

And wait a kind Return. 
A Father's LoVe may raife a Frown 
To chide the Child, or prove the Son, 

But Love will ne'er dellroy ; 
The Hour of Darknefs isbut Ihort,* 
Faith be thy Life, and Patience thy Support, 
I'he Morning brings the Joy. 

Come, 
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i^ih -^ib .^ih ;^ih 

CoMf^ Lord JESUS. 



WHEN fhall thy lovely Face be fecn ? 
When (hall our Eyes behold our Go d f ' 
What Lengths of Diftance lie between. 
And HiUs of Guilt ? a heavy Load I 

IL 
Our Months are Ages of Delay, 
And (lowly every Minute wears : 
Fly, winged Time, and roll away 
Thefe tedious Rounds of iluggifh Years. 

m. 

Ye heavenly Gates, loofe all your Chains, 
Let the eternal Pillars bow ; 
Bleft Saviour, cleave the flarry Plains, 
And make the Cryflal Mountains flow. 

IV. 
Hark, how thy Salnti unite their Cries, 
And pray and wait the general Doom ; 
Come, Thou, The, Soul of all our Joy«, 
Thou, The Desire OF Nations, come. 

V. 
Put thy bright Robes of Triumph on. 
And blefs our Eyes, and blefs our Ears, 
Thou abfcnt Love, thou dear Unknown, 
Thou Fairest op ten thousand Fairs. 

VI. o« 
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VI. 

Our Heart-firings groan with deep Complaint, 
Our Flefh lies panting; Lord, for thee, 
A nd every Limb, and every Joint, 
Stretches for Immortality. 

vrr 

Our Spirits fhake their eager Wings, 
And bum to meet thy flying Throne ; 
We rife away from mortal Things 
T' attend thy ihining Chariot down. 

VIIL 
Now let our chearful Eyes furvey 
The blazing Earth and melting Hills, 
And fmile to fee the Lightnings play. 
And flafli along before thy Wheels. 

IX. 
O for a Shout of violent Joys 
To join the Trumpet's thundering Sound ! 
Th« Angel Herald fhakes the Skies, 
Awakes the Graves, and tears the Ground. 

X. 
'Ye flumbVing Saints, a heavenly Hoft 
Stands waiting at your gaping Tombs ; 
Let every facred fleeping Duft 
Leap into Life, for JE S US comes. 

XI. 
JESUS, the God of Might and Love, 
New- moulds our Limbs of cumbrous Clayi 
Quick as Seraphick-Flames we move, 
Adive and young, and fair as they. 

XILOur 
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Our sury Feet with anknown Flight 
Swift as the Motions of Defire, 
Run up the Hills of heavenly Light, 
And leave the weltring World in Fire 



Bewailing my own Inconjlancy. 



IL O V E the Lord ; but ah ! how far 
My Thoughts from the dear Objed are 
This wanton Heart, how wide it roves ! 
And Fancy meets a thoufand Loves. 

IL 
If my Soul bum to fee my God, 
I tread the Courts of his Abode, 
But Troops of Rivals throng the Place 
And tempt me off before his Face. 

III. 
Would I enjoy my Lord alone, 
I bid my Paffions ail be gone. 
All b^t my Love ; and charge my Will 
To bai ^He Door and guard it ftill. 

IV. 
But Cares, or Trifles, make, or find. 
Still new Avenues to the Mind, 
Till I with Gilcf and Wonder fee. 
Huge Crowds betwixt the Lord and me. 

V. ( 
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V. 
ft I am told the Mafe will prove 

Friend to Piety and Love 5 
rait I begin fome facred Song, 
nd take my Saviour on my Tongue. 

VI. 
trangely I lofe his. lovely Face, 
'o hold the empty JSounds in chafe j 
Lt beft the Chimes divide my Heart, 
knd the Mufe ihares the larger part. 

VU. 
alfe Confident ! and falfer Breaft ! 
'ickle and fond of every Gueft : 
Lach airy Image as it Hies 
lere finds Admittance thro' my Eyes. 

^ VIII. 

Phis fooliih Heart can leave her God, 
Vnd Shadows tempt her Thoughts abroad : 
low (hall I fix this wandring Mind ? 
)r throw my Fetters on the Wind ? 

IX. 
!.ook gently down, Almighty Grace, 
'rifon me round in thine Embrace ; 
'ity the Soul that would be thine, 
^nd let thy Power my Love confine. 

X. 
Jay, when fhall thy bright Moment be 
That I fhall live alone for Thee, 
VI y Heart no foreign Lords adore. 
\nd the wild Mufe prove falfe no more ? 



Fwfafcina^ 



J 
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Fcr/ahrnj yet Hoping. 

I. 

HA P P Y the Hour, the colden Days, 
When I could call my J E SUS mine. 
And fit and view his fmilinj; Face, 
And melt in Pleafures all divine. 

rr. 

Near to my Heart, within my Arms 
He lay, till Sin defil*tl my breaft, 
Till broken \'o\vs, and earthly Charms, 
Tir'd and provok'd my heavenly Gueft. 

III. 
And now He's gone, (O mighty Woe !) 
Gone from my Soul, and hides his Love f 
Curfcon you, Sins, that ^riev'd him fo. 
Ye Sins, that forc'd him to remove. 

IV. 
Break, break, my Heart ; complain, my Ttiiguc ; 
Hither, my Friends, your SOrrov;s bring : 
Angels, aflifl my doleful Song, 
If you have e'er a moarning String. 

V. 
But, ah ? your Joys are ever high, 
Ever his lovely Face you fee j 
While my poor Spirits pant and die. 
And groan, for Thee, my God, for Thee. 

VI. Yet 
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Vl. 
Yet let my Hope look thro'' my Tears, 
And fpy afar his rolling Throne 5 
His Chariot thro' the cleaving Spheres 
Shall bring the bright Beloved down* 

VII. 
Swift as a Roe flies o'er the Hills, 
My Soul fprings out to meet him high,- 
Thenthe fair Con quEROR turns his Wheels, 
And climbs the Manfions of the Sky. 

VIII. 
There fmiling Joy for ever reigns 
No more the Turtle leaves the Dore j 
Farewel to Jealoulics, and Pains, 
And all the Ills of abfent Love. 



The Conclusion. 
G o'd exalted above a! I Prai/e* 

' I. 

ETERNAL Power f whofe high Abode 
Becomes the Grandeur of a God ; 
Infinite Length beyond the Bounds 
Wheie Stars revolve their little Rounds. 

IL 
Thelowcft Step above thy Seat 
RilJ^s too hi^h for Gabriet^ Feet, 



\^ 
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In vain the tall Arch- Angel tries 

To reach thise Height with wondring Eyes. 

"m. 

Thy dazling Beauties whilft he iings 
He hides his Face behind his Wings ; 
And Ranks of fhining Thrones around 
Fall worfhipping, and fpread the Ground. 

IV. 
Lord, what (hall Earth and Afhes do ? 
We would adore our Maker too ; 
From Sin and Dull to thee we cry, 
TheGKEAT, //^^ Holy, and the High ! 

V. 
Earth from afar has heard the Fame,. 
And Worms have learnt to lifp thy Name ; 
But O, the Glories of thy Mind 
Leave all our foaring Thoughts behind. 

VI. 
God is in Heaven, and Men below ; 
Be ihort, our Tunes ; our Words be few ; 
A facred Reverence checks our Songs, 
And Praife fits filent on our Tongues. 

The End of the F i r s t B o o k, 
Tibijilet LauSy D e u s, Pfal. Ixv. i. 



HO Rd 



iORM LIRICM. 

BOOK IL 

red to V I R T u E, H o N o u R, 

and Friendship. 



TO 

Her M,AJ E S T r. 

U E E N of the Northern World whofe gentle Sway 
Commands our Lore, and charms onr Heart 
* t' obey, 

ve the Nation's Grdan when WILLIAM dy'd : 
at thy Feet in all the loyal Pride 
looming Joy, three happy Realms appear, 
V IL L I AU\ Urn almoft without a Tear 
5 ; nor complains : while from thy gracious Tongue^ 

flows in Silver Streams amidft the Throng, 
^ing Balm, that on thofe Lips was found 
oth the Torment of that mortal Wound,, 
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And calm the wild AiFright! The Terror dies. 
The bleeding Wound cements, the Danger fliesp 
And Albion ihouts thine Honours as her Joys arife. 

The German Eagle feels her Guardian dead^ 
Not her own Thunder can fecure her Head ; 
Her trembling Eaglets haften from afar. 
And -B^/^/Vs Lion dreads the Gallick War : 
AH hide behind thy Shield. Remoter Lands 
Whofe Lives lay trufted in NaJJovian Hands 
Transfer their Souls, and live ; fecure they play 
In thy mild Rays, and love the growing Day. 

Thy beamy Wing at once defends and warms 
Fainting ReUgion, whilft in various Forms 
Fair Piety fhincs thro' i\\tBntiJb liles : 
Here at thy Side, and in thy kindeft Smiles • 
Blazing in ornamental Gold fhe Hands, 
, To blef? thy Councils, and affift thy Hands, 
And Crowds wait round her to receive Commands. 
There at a humble Di fiance from the Throne \ 
Beauteous fhe lies ; her Luflre all her own, 
Ungarnifli'd ; yet not bhifhing, nor afrai^i, 
Nor knows Sufpicion, nor affedls the Shade : 
Chearful and pleas'd fhe not prefumes to (hart 
In thy Parental Gifb, but owns thy Guardian Care. 
For thee, dear Sovereign, endlefs Vows arife. 
And Zeal with e^thly Wing falutes the Skies 
To gain thy Safety : Here a folemn Form ♦ 
Of ancient Words keeps the Devotion warm, 

• The ejiahlijh^d Cburcb of England. 
f tbt trQttj^tant Dijftnw i. 

And 



! 
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And guides, but bounds our Wilhes : There the Mind 4 
Feels its own Fire, and kindles unconfin'd 
With bolder hopes : Yet dill beyond our Vows 
Thy lovely Glories rife, thy fpreading Terror grows. 

Princess, the World already owns thy Name : 
Go, mount the Chariot of immortal Fame, 
Nor dietoberenown'd : Fame*s loudefl Breath 
Too dear is purchased by an Angel's Death. 
The Vengeance of thy Rod, with general Joy^ 
Shall fcourge Rebellion and the Rival-Boy * : 
Thy founding Arms his Gallic Patron hears 
And fpeeds his Flight ; not overtakes his Fears, 
Till hard Defpair wring from the Tyrant's Soul 
The Iron Tears out. Let thy Frown controul 
Our angry Jais at home, til! Wrath fubniit 
Her impious Banners to thy facred Feet. 
Mad Zeal, and Frenzy, with their murderous Train, 
Flee thefe fweet Realms in thine aufpicious Reign, 
Envy expire in Rage, and Treafon bite the Chain. 



\ 



Let no black Scenes affright fair Jlbioti^ Stage : 
Thy Thread of Life prolong our golden Age, 
Long blefs the Earth, and late afcend thy Throne 
Ethereal ; (not thy Dc«ds are there unknown, 
Nor there unfung ; for by thine awful Hands 
Heaven rules the Waves, and Thunders o'er the Lands, 
Creates inferior Kingsf ,and givea'em their Commands ) 

§ Tbi "Protectant Dijfenteru 
• Tibtf BretemUr, 

f She made Charles the Emperor's fecond Son King of Sp^M^ who 
Is now Emperor of Germany^ 

Lemons 
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Legions attend thee at the radiant Gates ; 

For thee thy Sifter-Seraph, bleft Af -^^ I A^ waits. 

But oh ! the parting Stroke f Tome heavenly Power 
Cliear thy fad Britons in the gloomy Hour; 
Some new propitious Scar appear on high 
The faireft Glory of the Wejiem Sky, 
And JNNAbc its Name ; with gentle Sway ' 
To check the Planets of malignant Ray, 
Sooth the Rude Norib Wind, and the rugged Bear, ^ 
Calm rifing Wars, heal the contagious Air, ( 

And reign with peaceful Influence to the SoutbemSphen. ) 

}^otc, Ibis Poem was written in tbe Tear 1705^ in that botir.krg^ 
Part of the Rei^n ofou-hte (^een, wb^v jfhe bad broke f^^ French 
i'iwtfrrff Blenheim, off>'>ifti tl< li^bt r/ Char lis the f/refint Emf*- 
ror to the Crowt of Spain, exettedber Zeal for tbe Protcflant Succef- 
fi.>n. andpfomtjsd invjolab!)' to maintaii the Toleration fo /A* ?»»■ 
t,frjnt D'fJjeKtert. 'Jbus Jbi' iif>pear^d tbe ri^/V/" Support of the Refo^ 
Illation, and f be V.\iroi\iiiS oi ihe Liberties of Europe, 

*Jlbe /after Part "f bcr Rei^^n was tf a differert Co/ ur^ and wash) 
V9 means attended with tbe ylcc^tnplijbment oftbyfegLrhus Hopes wbfcb 
•we bad cznce'fved. Now tbe Aiuj'e cannot fatiify betjelf to publ.Jh this 
ftenu Edition without acknoivledyin^ tbe M'^akt of ber firmer Prefagis\ 
andwhili p.^e does tbf IVorld tbisjuftice, Jhe does herjtj tbe Honsur ej 
a voluntary Rttra£i.ition, 
Auguft I. 1721. 



PALINODIA, 

BR ITO N S, forgive the forward Mufe 
That dar*d Prophetic Seals to loofe, 
(Unflciird in Fate's Eternal Book,) 
And the deep Chara£lers miftook. 

GEO RGi 



} 
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<; £ 1? G £ is the Name» that glorious Star ; 
Ye faw his Splendors beaming far ; 
Saw in the Eaft your Joys arife. 
When ANNA funk mlVeftrn Skies, 
Streaking the Heavens with Crimfon Gloonit 
Emblems of Tyranny and Remet^ 
Portending Blood and Night to come. 
'Twas GEO RG ;£ diffus'd a vital Ray, 
And gave the dying Nations Day : 
His Influence fooths the RuJJian Bear, 
Calm riiing Wars, and heals the Air ; 
JoinM with the Sun his Beams are hurl'd 
To fcatter Bleffings round the World, 
Fulfil whate'er the Mufe has fpoke, 
And crown the work that ANNE forfook. 
I. 1721. 



T O 

JOHN L O C /T J?, Efq; 

Retired from Bujinefs. 

I. 

ANGELS are made of Heavenly Things, 
And Light and Love our Souls compofe. 
Their Blifs within their Bofom fprings. 

Within their fiofom flows. 
But narrow Minds flill make Pretence 
To fearch the Coaib of Flefli and Senfe, 
And fetch diviner Pleafures thence. 
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Men arc akin to Ethereal Formsy 
But they bclyc their nobler Birth, 
Debafc their Honour down to Earth, 

And claim a (hare with Worms. 
IL 
He that has Treafurcs of his own 
May leave the Coitage or the Throne, 
May quit the Globe, and dwell alone 

Within his fpacious Mind. 
LOCKE hath a Soul wide as tlie Sea, 
Calm as the Night, bright as the Day, 
There may his vaft Ideas play, 

Nor feel a Thought confin'd. 

T O 

JOHN S H U r E, Efq; 

(Now Lord B A RRI NGTO N) 

On Mr. L O C K E's tfangcrous Sichiefsy fomt 
time after he hadrctirdtofiudy the Scriptures. 

J tut, 1704. 

I. 

AN D muft the Man of wondrous Mind 
(Now his rich Thoughts are juft refin'd) 
Forfake our longing Eyes ? 
Riafon at length fubmits to wear 
The Wings of Faith ; and lo, they rear 
Ilcr CAaiiot high, and nobly bear 
HcT Prophet to the Skiw. 
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II, 

Co, Friend, and wait the Pwph«t'& F15gb^ 
'^atch if his Mantle chance to light. 

And feizq it foi: thy own i 
^HUTE is the darling of bis Years, 
Young SHUT E his^ better liiken^s h^dx% 1 
J^ll but his Wrinkles and hit Hairi -* 

Are copy'd in his Son, 

IU^ 

Thus when our Follies,, or our Faults, 
Call for the Pity of thy Thoughts, 

Thy Pen (hall mak« us wif<^ \ 
The Sallies of whofe youthful Wit 
Could pierce the Britijh Fogs with {iight* 
Place our true ♦ Intereft \n, our Sight, 

And opea half our £ye^ 

• tbi Literefl of England, Vfritm byhS^ Effi 

T O 
Uv.fVILLIAM NOKES. 

Friendjbip. 

I, 1702; 

FRIENDSHIP, thou Charmer of the Mind, 
Thou fwqet deluding ni, ^- ' 

The brighteft Minute Mortals find. 
And fharpcft Hour we feel. 
U. 
Fate has divided ,all our Shares 
Of Pleafure and of Pain > 
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In Love the Comforts and the Cares 

Are mix'd and jom*d again. 
III. 
But whilil in Floods our Sorrow roIb» 

And Drops of Joy arc few. 
This dear Delight of mingling Souls 

Serves but to fweH our Woe. 
IV. 
Oh f why fhould fiUfs depart in hafle^ 

And Friendfhip ftay to moan ? 
Vfhy the fond Paflion ding fo izSt^ 

When QYtry Joy is gone ? 
V. 
Yet never let our Hearts divide. 

Nor Death difTolve the Chain : 
For Love and Joy were once ally'd, 

And.muft be join'd again. 



T O 
NATHANIEL G0£7LD, Efq; 

NOW 

Sir NATHANIEL GOULD. 
I. 

♦•Tp I S not by Splendour, or by States 

X Exalted Mien, or lofty Gait^ 
Afjr Mu& takes meafure of a King: 
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[f Wealth, or Height, or Balk will d<s 
She calls each Mountain of Peru 

A more Majeftic Thing. 
Frown on me. Friend, if e'er I boaft 
O'er Fellow-Minds cnflav'd in Clay^ 
Or fwell when I ihall have engroft 
A larger Heap of ilfining Do^ 
id wear a bigger Load of Earth than theji 
Let the vain World falnte me loud, < 
My Thoughts look inward, and forget 
The founding Names of ^/}^i& and GrM/, 
The Flatteries of the Ciowd*^ 

n. 

When G UL D commands his Ships to.nm ^ 

And fearch the Traffick of the Sea, 

His Fleet overtakes the falling Dajr, 

And bears the Wefiem Mines away» 

r richer Spices from the riiing Sun : 

While the glad Tenants of the Shore 

Shout, and pronounce him Sejfialor *, 

Yet ftill the Man's the fame : 
For well the happy Merchant knows 
The Soul with Treafure never grows. 

Nor fwells with airy Fame. 

IIL \ 

But truft mt, GOULD, 'tis lawful Pride 
To rife above the mean Controul 
Of Flefti and Senfe, to which we're ty'd j 
liis is Ambition that becomes a SouL 

^ Mimier 9/ Parliamau ftr a Fort in SvtWau ' 

It ^\ 
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We fteer our Courfe up thro^ the Skies ; 
Farewel this barren Land : 
Vre ken the heavenly Shore with longing Eyes, 
There the dcir Weakh of Spirits lies. 
And beckoning Angels ftand. 



T O 

Dr, THOMAS GIBSON, 
^Xh Life of Sauls.. 

t. 

SWIFT as the Sun revolves the Day 
We haften to the Dead, 
Slaves to the Wind we pufF away. 

And to the Greund we tread : 
*Tis Air that lends us Life, when firft 

The vital Bellows heave t 
Our Flefli we borrow of the Duft : 
And when a Mother*^ Care has nurft 
The Babe to manly Size, we mufl 
/ With Ufury pay the Grave. 
IP. 
Rich Juleps drawn from precious Oar 

Still tend the dying Flame ; 
And Plants, and Roots, of barlparous Name, 

Torn from the Int^an Shore. 
Thus we fupport our tott'ring Fleih, 

Our Cheeks refume the Rofe afrefh. 
When Barl^ and Steel play well their Gam« 
To fave our finking Breath, 
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id GIBSON, with his awful Power, 
fcues thp poor precarious Houf 

From the Demands of Deaths 
llL 
It Art and Nature, PqwVs and Charqu^ ^ 

ad Drugs, and Recipe's, and Forms/ 
idd us, at lad, to greedy Worms 

A defpicable Prey j 
i have a Life to call my owii, 
hat (hall depend on Heaven alone ; 

Nor Air, norKarth, nor Sea 
fix tlieir baf^ Efiences with mine, 
or claim Dominion fo Divine 

To give me Leave to Be. 
IV. 
ire there's a Mind within, that reighft 
'er the dull Current of taiy Veins i 
feel the inward Pulfe beat hlg^ 
ith vigorous Immortality. 
it Earth refome the Flefh it pSrt, 
id Breath diflblve ainongft the Wihdi I 
IB SON, the Things that fear i Grave. 
iiat I can lofe, or you can fave. 

Are not akin to Min^ 
V; 
e claim Acquaintance with the Skiti^ 
pward our Spirits hourly rifei * 

And there ourThoiights empl<fy: 
hen Heaven^ihall iign our grand Reieale^ 
'e arc no Strangers to the Places * .j . 

The Bufmefs, or the Joy. I^^;. 

I J F4ffi 
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i 

Falfe Grcatntfs. \ 



I. 

fJI YL O, forbear to call him bleft 
"•^ That only boafb a large Eftate, 
Should all the Treafores of the IFefi 
Meet, and confpire to make him Great 
I know thy better Thoughts, I know 
Thy Reafon can't defcend fo low. 
Let a broad Stream with golden Sandi 

Thro' all his Meadows roll. 
He's but a Wretch, with all his Landt, 
That wears a narrow Soul, 
li. 
He fwells amidft his wealthy Store, 
And proudly poizijng what he weighs^ 
In his own Scale he fondly lays 
Huge Heaps of (hining Oar. 
He fpreads the Balante wide to hold 

His Manors and his Farms^- 
And cheats the Bean> with Loads of Gold 

He hugs between his Arms. 
So might the Plough-Boy dimb a Tree, 

When Crafits mounts his Throne, 
And both ftand up, and fmilc to fee 
How long their Shadow's grown. 
Alas ! hbw vain their Fancies be 
To think that Shape their own ! 



i 



V\.^ 
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III. 

*XTius mingled ftiU With yV^ealth.and State, 
)(^^ix/us himfclf can never know j 
^^K^is true Dimeniions and his Weight 
$«Are far inferior to their Show. 
^^^Tcrc I fo tall to reach the Pole, 
' ;1Dr grafp the Ocean with my Span, 
rS mttH be meafur'd hy my Soul : 
^'*rhe Mind*s the Standard of the Man. 



^db'OtJ <3& cJS dti CJti dt> c3ti^ 
TO 

S A R I S S J. 

An EPISTLE. 

BTLk^M^, S ARlSSji, thro' the ruffing Storms 
Of a vain vexing World : Tread down the Cares 
Thefe ragged Thorns that lie acrofs the Road, 
Nor Tpend a Tear upon them. Trijft the Mufe, 
She fings cxperienc'd Truth : This briny Dew, 
This Rain of £yes will make the Briars grow. 
We travel thro' a Defart, and our Feet 
Have meafor'd a fair Space, have left behind 
A th'oufand Dangers, and a thoufand Snares 
Well fcap'd. Adieu, ye Horrors of the Dark, 
Ye finifh'd Labours, and ye tedious Toils 
, Of Days and Hours : The Twinge of real Smart, 
And'the falie. Terrors of 31 boding Dreams 
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Vanifh together, be alike forgot. 

For ever blended in one common Grave. 

Farewel, ye waxing and ye waning Moons, 
That' we have watch'd behind the flying Cloads 
On Night's dark Hill, or fetting ot afcending. 
Or in Meridian Height : Then Silence reign'd 
O'er half the World j then ye beheld our Tcart, 
Ye witnefs'd our Complaints, our Kindred Groan), 
(Sad Harmony ! ) while with your beamy Horns 
Or richer Orb ye lilver'd o'er the Green 
Where trod Our Feet, and lent a feeble Light 
To Mourners. Now ye have fulfill'd your Ronnd, 
Thefe Hours are fled, farewel. Months that are gonf 
Are gone for ever, and have borne away 
Each his own Load. Our Woes atid Sorrows p^ 
Mountainous Woes, ftill leflen as they fly 
Far off. So Billows in a flormy Sea, 
Wave after Wave (a long Succefiion) roll 
Beyond the Ken of Sight: The Sailors fafe 
Look far aflcm till they have loft the Storm, 
And fliout their boiftcr^us Joys. A gentler Mufe 
Sings thy dear Safety, and commands thy Cares 
To dark Oblivion ; bury'd deep in Night 
Lofe them, SARISSJ, and aflift my Song* 

Awake thy Voice, fing how the flender Lind 
Of Fate's immortal NOW divides the Paft 
From all the Future, with eternal Bars 
Forbidding a Return. The paft Temptations 
No more ftiall vex us i tvcry Grief we feel 
Shortens the dcftin'd Number ; every Polfe 

Beat 
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Bea^s a fharp Moment of the Pain away. 
And the laft Stroke wiH come. By fwift degrees 
Time fweeps us off, and we (hall foon arrive 
At Life's fwcet Period : 6 Celeftiai Point 
That ends this mortal Story ! 

But if a Gljmpfe of Liglit with flattVing feay 
Breaks thro' the Clouds of Life^ or wandVing EW * 
Amidd the Shades invite yotir doubtful Feet, 
Beware the dancing Meteor; faithlefs Guide, 
That leads the lonefome Pilgrim wide aftray 
To B6gS, kxA Fens, and Pitsi and certain Death I 
Should vicious Plcafure take an Angel-Form 
And at a Diftance rife, by flow Degrees, 
Treacherous, to wind herfelf into your Heart, 
Stand firm aloof; nor let the gaudy Phantom 
Too long allure your Gaze : The juft Delight 
That Heaven indulges lawful, muft obey 
Superior Powers ; nor tempt your Thoughts too far 
In Slavery to Senfe, nor fwell your Hope 
To dangVous Size : If it approach your Feet 
And court your Hand, forbid th' intruding Joy 
To fit too near your Heart : Still may oar Souls 
Claim Kindred with the Skies, nor mix with Duft 
Our better born AfFedions ; leave the Globe 
A Neft for Worms, and haften to our Home. 

O there are Gardens of th' immortal Kind 
That crown the heavenly Eden's rifmg Hills 
With Beauty and with Sweets ; no lurking Mifchief 
Dwells in the Fruit, nor Serpent twines the Boughs ; 

I ^ Th* 
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The Branches bend laden with Life andBIifi 

Ripe for the Tafte, but 'tis a fteep Afcent : 

Hold faft the * Golden Giain let down from Heaven, 

Twill help your Feet and Wings ; I feellts Force 

Draw upwards ; failen*d to the Pearly Gate 

It guides the Way unerring : Happy Clue 

Thro' this dark Wild ? Twas Wifdom's noblell Work, 

All join'd by Power Divine, and eveiy Link is Love. 

T O 

Mr. 7. BRADBURr. 

Paradife. 

1708. 
L 

YOUNG as I am I quit the Stage, 
Nor will I know th' Applaufes of the Age 1 
Parewel to growing i<^ame. I leave below 
A Life not half worn out with Cares, 
Or Agonies, or Years; 
I leave my Country all in Tears, 
But Heaven demands me upward, and I dare to go. 
Amongft ye. Friends, divide and fhare 

The Remnant of my Days, 
If ye have Patience; and can bear 
A long Fatigue of Life^ and drudge thro* all the Race^ 

U.Haik, ; 
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IT. 

Rark, my fair Gaardian chides my (tayp 

And waves his Golden Rod : 
** Angel, I come 5 lead on the Way : 

And now by fwift Degrees 
I fail aloft thro" Azure Seas, 

Now tread the milky Road : 
Farewjel, ye Planets, in your Spheres ; 
And as the Stars are loll, a brighter Sky appears. 

In hade for Paradife 
1 ftretch the Pinions of a bolder Thought > 
Scarce had I willed, but I was pail 
Defarts of cracklefs Light and all th' Ethereal Wafte, 

And to the facred Borders brought; 
There on the Wing a Guard of Cherubs lies, 
£ach waves a keen Flame as he fiiesy 
And well defends the Walls from Sieges andSurprize» 

III. 
With pleafing RevVence I behold 
The pearly Portals wide unfold : 
Enter, my Soul, and view th' amazmg Scenes; • 
Sit faft upon the flying Mufe, 
And let thy roving Wonder loofe 

O'er all th' Empyreal Plains. , - 

Noon (lands Eternal hcje : here may thy Sight 
Drink in the Ra^cs of primogeneal Light : 
Here breathe Imn\orul Air : 
Joy muft beat high in ev'ry Vein, 
Pleafure thro' all thy Bofom reign ; 
. The Laws forbid the Stranger, Pain, 
And baniih every Care. 
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' IV. 

See how the bubbling spring! of Lore 

Beneath the Throne auife ; 
The Streanu in Cryftal Channcb inove^ 
Around the Golden Streets they rOvc, 
And blefs the Manfions of die «pper ^citt. 
There a fair Gro^m of Knowledge grow9. 
Nor Sin nor Death infe^ the Fruit ; ^ - 

Young Life hangs frefh on all the BooghK^ 

And fprings from ev^rj Root ; 
Here may thy greedy Senfes feaft 
While Extafy and Health attends on erery Talte. 

VTith the fair Profpea charm'd I flood ; 
Fearlefs I feed on the delicious Fare, 
And drink profufe Salvation from the Silverfiood,- 
Nor can Excefs be there. 
V. 
In fftcred Order rang'd along 

Saints new^releas'd by Death 
^oin the bold Seraph's warbling Breathy 

And aid th^ Immortal Song. 
Each has a Voice that tunes his Strings 
To mighty Sounds, and mighty Thingar, 

Things of everlailing Weight, 
Sounds, like the fofter Viol, fweet^ 
And, like the Trumpet, ftrong^ 
Divine Attention held my Soul, 
I was all Ear ! 
CThro* all my PowVs the heavenly Accents roll, 

I long'd and wifh'd my BRADBURY there; 
** Could he but hear thefe Notes, I faid, 
f* His tuneful Soul wou'd never bear 

•.« Th< 
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•* The dull unwinding of Life's tedious Thread, 
*< But burd the vital Chords to reach the happy Dead. 
VI. 

And now my Tongue prepares to join 
The Harmony, and with a noble Aim 

Attempts th' unutterable Name« « 

Bat faints, confounded by the Notes Divine : 
Agab my Soul th' unequal Honour fought. 

Again her utmoft Force ihe brought. 
And bow'd beneath the Burden of tV unwieldy Thought* 

Thrice I efiayM, and fainted thrice ; 
Th' Immortal Labour ftrain*d my feeble Frame, 
Broke the bright Vifion, and diflblv'd the Dream ; 

I funk at once and loft the Skies : 

In vain I fought the Scenes of Light 

Rolling abroad my longing Eyes, 
For all around 'em Hood my Curtains and the Night. 

Stria Religion very rare. 

1. 

I'M borne aloft, and leave the Crowds 
I fail upon a Morning Cloud 
Skirted with dawning Gold : 
Mine Eyes beneath the opening Day 
Command the Globe with wide furvey^ 
Where Ants in bufy Millions play^ 
And tug and h«ave the Mould. 
IL 
•* Are thefe th^ Things (my Faffion cry'd) 
f« That we call Men ? Are thefe ally'd ^ 
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" To the fair Worlds of Light ? 
*' They have ras'd out their Maker's Name, 
" Grav n on their Minds with pointed Flaxn« 
** In Strokes divinely bright. 

nr. 

•« Wretches ! they hate their native Skies ; 
" If an Ethereal Thought arifc, 

«* Or Spark of Virtue (liine, 
•• With cruel Force they damp its Plumes, 
•* Choke the young Fire with fenfual Fumes^ 

" With Bufmefs, Luft, or Wine. 

IV. 
" Lo ! how they throng with panting Breath 

** The broad defcending Road 
" That leads unerring down to Death, j 

" Nor mifs the dark Abode. 
Thus while I drop a Tear or two 
On the wild Herd, a noble iew 
Dare to ftray upward, and purfue 

Th' unbeaten Way to Geo. 

V. 

I meet Myrtillo mounting hi^h, 
I know his candid Soul afar ; 
Here D^ vlus and Tfyrjis fly 

Each like a rifing Star. : 
Charin I faw and FiJea there. 
I faw them help each other's Flight, 

And blefs them as they go ; 
They foar beyond my my laboring Sight, 
And leave there Loads of mortal Care^ 

But not their Love below. 



On 



i 



Sacred to VfRTUE, &c. 163 

On Heav*n, their Home, they fix their Eyes^ 

The Temple of their God : 
With Morning Incenfe up- they rife 
Sublime, and thro^ the lower Skies 

Spread the Perfumes abroad. 

Vi. 
Acrofs the Road a Seraph flew, * 

**, Mark (faid he) that happy Pair, 
•* Marriage helps Devotion there : 
'* When Kindred Minds their God purfue 
•* They break with double Vigour thro' 

** The dull4ncumbent Air. 
Charm'd with the Pleafure and Surprize* 

My Soul adores and fmgs, 
" Bleft be the Pow'r that fprings their Flight, 
*• That ftreaks their Path with heavenly Light, 
** That turns their Love to Sacrifice, 

" And joins their Zeal for Wings. 

TO 

Mr. C. and S. FLEETWOOD. 

I. 

TTLEETiFOODS, young generous Pair, 
•^ Defpife the Joys that Fools purfue ; 
Bubbles are light and brittle too. 
Bora of the Water and the Air. 
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Try'd by a Standard bold and juft 
Honour and Gold and Paint and Duft 9 
How vile the laft is and as vain the firft ? 
Things that the Crowd call great and bravej 
With me how low their Value's brought 1 
Titles and Names, and Life and Brekth, * 

Slaves to the Wind and born for Death ; 
The Soul's the only Thing we have 
Worth an important Thought. 

II. 

The Soul ! 'tis of th' immortal Kind, 

Nor formed of Fire, or Earth, or Wind, (hlnJ. 

Out-lives the mouldring Corps and leaves the Globe be- 

In Limbs of Clay tho' ftie appears, 
Array'd in rofy Skin, and deck'd with Ears and Eyes, 

The Flefh is but the Soul's Difguife, 
There's nothing in her Frame kin to the Drefs (he wears: 

From all the Laws of Matter free. 

From all we feel, and all we fee. 
She ftands eternally difUndl, and mufl for ever be* 

ill. 

Rife then, my Thoughts on high. 
Soar beyond all that's made to die ; 
Lo ! on an awful Throne 
Sits the Creator and the Judgei of Souls^ 
Whirling the Planets round the Poles, 
Winds ofFour Threads of Life, and brings our Periods on. 
Swift the Approach, and folemn is the Day^ 
When this immortal Mind 
Stript of the Body's coarfe Array, 
To endlcfs Pain, or endlefs Joy, 
JWuil be at once confign'd. 

W. Think 
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IV. 

Think of the Sands run down to wade. 

We pofTefs none of all the Paftj 

None but the Prefent is our own ; 

Grace is not plac'd within our Power, 
• 'Tis but one (hort, one fliining Hour, 
Bright and declining as a fetting Sun. • ^ 

See the white Minutes wing'd with haftci 

The NOW that flies may be the laftj 

Seize the Salvation e^er 'tis paft^ 
Nor mourn the Bleffing gone : 

A Thought's Delay is Ruin kefd, 

A doling Eye, a gafping Breath 

Shuts up the golden Scene in Death, 
And drowns you in Defpairi 

T O 

WILLIAM BLACKBOURN,E((\^ 

Cafimir. Lib. 11. Od. 2. imitated. 

§Ih^ tegit cartas modo Bruma valles^ &:(i. 

I. 

MARK how it fnows ! how faft the Valley filh ? . 
And the fweet Groves the hoary Garment wearf 
Yet the warm Sun-beams bounding from the Hills 
Shall melt the Vale away, and the young Green appear. 
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ir. 

But when old Age has on your Temples (bed 
Her Silver. Froft, there's no returning Sun; 
Swift flics our Autumn, fwift our Summer^s fled. 
When Youth, and Love, and Spring, and ^Iden Joj% 
are gone, 

III. 

Then Cold, and Winter, and your aged Snow 
Stick fad upon you ; not the rich Array, 
Not the green Garland, nor the rofy Bough 
Shall cancel or conceal the melancholy Grey. 

The Chafe of PJeafurea is not worth the Pains, 
While the bright Sands of Health run wafting dowmj 
And Honour calls you from the fofter Scenes, 
To fell the gaady Hour for Ages of Renown. 

V. 

•Tis but one Youth, and ftiort, that Mortals have. 
And on J old Age diffolvcs our feeble Frame i 
But there's a heavenly Art t'elude the Grave, 
And with the Hero Race Immortal Kindred claim. 

VI. 

The Man that has his Country's facred Tears 
Bedewing his cold Hearfe, has liv'd his Day : 
Thus, BLACKUOURN, we ihould leave our Namefc 

our Heirs ; 
Old Time and waning Moons fweep all the reft awa/. 
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True Monarchy. 

17012 

THE rifing Year beheld tV imperious Gaul 
Stretch his Dominion, while a hundred Towns 
Croi2ch*d to the Victor ; but a ileady Soul. 
Stands firm on its own 6afe» and reigns as wide, 
^8 abfolute ; and fways ten thou%id Slaves, 
Lufb and wild Fancies with a fovereign Hand. 

We are a little Kingdom ; but the Man 
That chains his Rebel- Will to Reafon's Throne, 
Forms it a large one, whilft his Royal Mind 
Makes Heaven its CounciU from the Rolls above 
Draws his own Statutes, and with Joy obeys. 

Tis not aTroopof weH-appeinted Guard* 
Create a Monarch,- not a purple Robe 
Dy*d in the People's Blood ; not all the Crowns 
Or dazzling Tiars that bend about the Head, 
Tho' gilt with Sun-beams and fet round with Stars* 
A Monarch He that conquen all his Fears, 
And treads upon them ; when he ftands alone,- 
Makes his own Camp ; four Guardian Virtues wait 
His nightly Slumbers, and f(»cure his Dreams. 
Now dawns the I,ight ; he ranges all his Thoughts 
In fquare Battalions, bold to meet th' Attacks 
Of Time and Chance, himfelf a numVous Hoft, 
All Eye, all Ear, all wakeful as the Day, 
Finn as a Rock, and moveiefs as the Centre. 
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In vain the Harlot, Pleafure, fprcads her Channs, 
To lull his Thoughts in Luxury'* fair Lap, 
To fcnfual Eafc, (the Bane of little Kings, 
Monarchs whofe waxen Images of Souls 
Are moulded into fofmefs) ilill his Mind 
Wears its own Shape^ nor can the heavenly Form 
Stoop to be modeird by the wild Decrees 
Of the mad Vulgar, that unthinking Herd. 

He lives above the Crowd, nor hears the Noifil 
Of Wars and Triumphs, nor regards the Shouts 
Of popular Applaufe, that empty Sound ; 
Nor feels the flying Arrows of Reproach, 
Or Spite or Envy. In himfelf fecure, 
Wifdom his Tower, and Confcience is his Shield^ 
His Peace all inward, and his Joys his own-. 

Now my Ambition fwells, my Wifties foar. 
This be my Kingdom ; fit above the Globe 
My rifmg Soul, and drefs thy felf around 
And ftiine in Virtue's Armour ; climb the Height 
Of Wifdom's lofty Caftle, there refide 
Safe from the fmiling and the frowning World; 

Yet once a Day drop down a gentle Look 
On the great Mole-hill, and with pitying Eye 
Survey the bufy Emmets round the Heap» 
' Crouding and buttling jn a thoufand Forms 
Of Strife and Toil, to purchafe Wealth and Fame, 
A Bubble or a Duft : Then call thy Thought! 
Up to thy felf to feed on Joys unknown. 
Rich without Gold, and Great without Renown. 



Tn 
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True Courage. 

HONOUR demands my Song. Forget the Ground, 
My generous Mufe, and fit amongft the Stars ! 
There fmg the Soul, that, confcious of her Birth, 
Lives like a Native of the vital World, 
Amongft thefe dying Clods^ and bears her State 
Juft to herfelf : how nobly (he maintains 
Her Charader, fuperior to the Flefh, 
She wields her Paifions like her Limbs« and knowa^ 
The brutal Powers were only born t'obcy, 

This is the Man whom Storms could never make 
Meanly complain ; nor can a flatt'ring Gale 
Make him talk proudly ; He hath no Defire 
To read his fecret Fate ; yet unconcern'd 
And calm could meet his unborn Defliny, 
In all its charming, or its frightful Shapes. 

He that unfhrinking, and without a Groan, 
Bears tlie firft Wound^ may finifii all the War 
With meer courageous SilencCj^ and come off 
Conqueror: For the Man that welt conceals 
The heavy Strokes of Fate, he bears 'cm welh 

He, tho' th' Atlantk and. the Mdiand Seas 
^ith adverfe Surges meet, and rife on high ♦ 

Sufpended *twixt the Winds, then ruih amain 

Mingled 
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Mingled with Flames, upon his fmglc Head, 

And Clouds, and Stars, and Thunder, firm he fiands. 

Secure of his beft Life ; unhurt, unmov'd ^ 

And drops his lower Nature, bora for Death. 

Then from the lofty Caftlc of his Mind 

Sublime looks down, exulting, and fur>'ey:$ 

The Ruins of Creation ; (Souls alone 

Are Heirs of dying Worlds ;) a piercing Glance 

Shoots upwards from between his clofing Lids. 

To reach his Birth-place, and without a Sigh 

He bids his batter'd Flefli lie gently down 

Amongil its native Rubbifh ; whilft the Spiiit 

Breathes and flies upward, an undoubted Gueft 

Of the third Heaven, th'^unruinableSky. 

Thither, when Fate has brought our willing Sonls^ 
No matter whether 'twas a fliarp Dlfeafe, 
Or a (harp Sword that help'd the Traveller^ on. 
And pufh'd us to our Home. Bear up, my Friend, 
Serenely, and break thro' the ftormy Brine 
With fteddy Prow ; know, we (hall once anive 
At the fair Haven of eternal Blifs, 
To which we ever fteer ; whether as Kings 
Of wide Command we've fpread the fpacious Sea 
With a broad painted Fleet, or row*d along 
In a thin Cock-boat with a little Oar. 

There let my native Plank fhift me to Land 
And I'll be happy : Thus I'll leap aihore 
Joyful arid fearlefs on th' Immortal Coaft, 
Since all I leave is mortal, and it muft be loft. 



Ta 
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To the much Honoor'd 

Mr. THOMAS ROWE, 

The Director of my Youthful Studies. 

Free Pbihfopby. 

I. 

CUSTOM, that Tyranncis of Fools, 
That leads the Learned round the Schools, 
In Magic.Chains of Forms and Rules I 

My Genius Horms her Throne : 
No more, ye SlaYes, with Awe profound 
Beat the dull Track, nor dance the Round ; 
Loofe Hands, and quit th' inchanted Ground : 
' Knowledge invites us each alone* 

II. 
I hate thefe Shackles of the Mind 

Forg'd by the haughty Wife j 
Souls were not born to be confin*dj 
And led, like Sampfon, blind and bound i 
£ut when his native Strength he found 

He well aveng*d his Eyes. 
I love thy gentle Influence, RO WE, 
Thy gentle Influence like the Sun, 
Only diflfolves the frozen Snow, 
Then bids our Thoughts like Rivers flow, 
And'chufe the Channels where they run. 
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Thoughts (hould be free as Fire or Wind | 
The Pinions of a fingle Mind 

Will thro' all Nature fly : 
But who can drag up to the Poles 
Long fettcr'd Ranks of Leaden Souls ? 
A Genius which no Chain controuls 
Roves with Delight, or deep, or high : 
Swift I furvey the Globe around, 
Dive to the Centre thro' the folid Ground, 

Or travel o'er the Sky, 

To' the Reverend 

Mr. BE HON I ROWE. 

T^be JVay of the Multitude. 

I. 

D O WE^ if we make the Crowd our Guidq 
•^^ Thro' Life's uncertain Road, 
Mean is the Chafe ; and wandering wide 

We mifs th' immortal Good : 
Yet if my Thoughts could be confin'd 
To follow any Leader-Mind, 
I'd mark thy Steps, and tread the fame 3 
Dreft in thy Notions I'd appear 
Not like a Soul of mortal Frame, 

Nor with a vulgai^ Air. 

' IL Men 
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Men live at random and b/ Chance, 

BrightReafon never leads the Dance ; 
Chilli in the broad and beaten Way ^^ 

O'er Dales and Hills from Truth we dray, '^ 

Ho Ruin we dcfcend, to Ruin we advance. 

Wifdom retires 5 fhe hates the Crowd, I 

And with a decent Scorn 
^loof Ihe climbs her fteepy Seat, 
^herc nor the grave nor giddy Fee^ 
^f the learn'd Vulgar or the Rude, 

Have e'er a Paflage worn. ^ 

III. 
Teer Hazard firft began the Track, 
^here Cuftom leads her Thoufands blind 

In willing Chains and ftrong ; 
'here's fcarce one bold, one noble Mind, 
'ares tread the fatal Error back ; 
Lit Hand in Hand our felves we bind 

And drag the Age along. . 
IV. 
Mortals, a favage Herd, and loud 
s Billows on a noify Flood » . - 

In rapid Order roll : .- .; 
Xample makes the Mifchief good : 
<^ich jocund Heel we beat dio Road, 

Unheedfulof the Goal, 
fe let * Itburiets friendly Wing 
^mch from the Crowd, and bear fublime 

* Iihuricl is the Name§f an Angel in MIlttn*5 Paradife Loft, 

K To 
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To Wifdom's lofty Tower, 
Thence to furvcy that wretched Thiqg, 
Mankind ; and in exalted Rhime 
/ Blefe the delivering Power. 

To the Reverend 

Mr. JOHN HOWE 

I. '7' 

GREAT Man, permit the Mufe to dimb 
And feat her at thy Feet, 
Bid her attempt a Thought fublimc, 

And confecrate her Wit. 
I feel, I feel th' attradlive Force 

Of thy fuperior Soul : , 

My Chariot flies her upward Courfe, 

The Wheels divfnely roll. 
Now let me chide the mean Affairs 

And mighty Toil of Men : 
How they grow grey in trifling Cares, 
Or wafle the Motions of the Spheres 

Upon Delights as vain f ' . 
II. ' 
A Puff of Honour fills the Mind, 
And yellow Duftis folid Good j 
Thus like the Afs of favage Kind, 
We fnuff the Breezes of the Wind, 

Or fteal the Serpent's Food< 
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Could all the Choirs 
That charm the Poles 

But ftrike one ^ioleful Soqii4# 
*Twould be employ 'd to mourn our Souk, 
Souls that were framed of {prigMy Fires 

In Floods of Folly drown'd. 
Souls made of Glory feek a Brutal Joy ; 

How tliey difdaim their heavenly Birth, 
Melt their bright Subilance down with drofly Earthy 
And hate to be re&>*d from that impure Alloy. 

HI. 
Oft has thy Genius rout'dus hence 

With elevated Song, , 
Bid us renounce this World of Senfe, 
Bid us divide th' Immortal Pria;e 

With thie Seraphic Throng : 
'* Knowledge and Love makes Spirits bleft, 
<< Knowledge rheir Food, and Love their Reft ; 
But Flefh, th' unmanageable Beaft, 
Refifts thePityof thine Eyes, 

And Mufic of thy Tpngue. 
Then let the Worms of groveling Mind 
Round the Ihbrt Joys of earthy Kind 

In reftlefs Windmgs roam ; 
H O WE hath an ample Orb of Soul, 
Where fhining Worlds of Knowledge roll. 
Where Love the Centre and the Pole 
- Compleats the Heaven at home. 



K « ^:v% 
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Tbe DJj'appomtment ana Relief, 



VE R T U E, fermit my Fancy to impofe 
Upon my better Pow'rs : 
She calls Iweet Fallacies on half our Woes, 

And gilds the gloomy Hours. 
How could we bear this tedious Round 
Of waning Moons, and rolling Years, 
Of flaming Hopes, and chilling Fears, 
If {where no fovereign Cure appears) 
No Opiates could be found. 
II. 
Love, the moft cordial Stream that flows. 
Is a deceitful Good : 
Young Doris who nor Guilt nor Danger knows. 

On the green Margin flood, 
Pleas'd with the golden Bubbles as they rofe. 
And with more golden Sands her Fancy pav'd the Flood 
Then fond to be entirely bleft. 
And tempted by a faithlefs Youth, 
As void of Goodnefs as of Truth, 
She plunges in with heedlefs Haftc, 

And rears the nether Mud : 
Darknefs and naufeous Dregs anfe 
O'er thy fair Current, Love, with large Supplies 
Of Pain to teize the Heart, and Sorrow for the Eyes. 
The golden Blifs that charmed her Sight 

Is 
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Is dafh'd, and drown'd, and loft : 
A Spark, or glimmering Streak at moft. 
Shines here and there, amidft the Night, 
Amidft the turbid Waves, and gives a faint D«light. 
III. 
Recovered from the fad Surprize, 

Doris awakes at laft. 
Grown by the Difappointment ^fe ; 
And manages with Art th* unlucky Caft ; 
When the lowring Frown fte fpies 
On her haughty Tyrant's Brow, * 
With humble Love fhe meets his wrathful Eyes, 

And makes her Sovereign Beauty bow ; 
Chearful fhe fmiles upon her grizly Form ; 
So (hines the fetting Sun on adverfe Skies^ 

And paints a Rainbow on the Storm» 
Anon flie lets the fullen Humour fpend. 
And with a vertuous Book, or Friend^ 

Beguiles th' lineafy Hours : * 

Well-colouring every Crofs (he meets. 
With Heart ferene fhe fleeps and eats, 
She fpreads her Board with fancy 'd Sweets, 
Andftrows her Bed with Flow'rs. 

^he Hero's School of Morality. 

I. 

rHE RO Ny. amongft his Travels, found,, 
A broken Statue on the Ground i 
l.iid fearching onward, as he went 
ie trac'd a niia'd Monument, 

4 > 
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^Mouldy M ofs» and Shades had overgrown 
The Sculpture of the cmmbling Stone^ 
Yet, e'er he paft^ with much ado, 
.He foefs'd* aad^Q^clPd out, Sci-yi-o. 

** Enough, he cry'd i Pll drudge no'mofe 
•* In turning the dull Stoics o'er : 
^ Let Pedanu wafte their Hours of Eafe 
** To fweat all Night at Socrmtes ; 
** And feed their Boys with Notes and Ruloiy 
•« Thofe tedious Rfcife^of Schools, 
<^ To cure Ankbid^n : I can learn 
•• With greater Eafe the great Concern 
•* Of Mortals ; how we may (iefplfe 
* All the gay Things below the Skies« 

^ Methinks a mouldring Pyramid 
^ Says all that the^ld Sages faid ; 
<* For me thefe fbatter'd Tombs contain 
•< More Morals than the Vatican, 
•» TheDuftof Heroes call abroad, 
'< And kick'd, and trampled in the Road, 
«* The Relicks of a lofty Mind, 
«* That lately Wars and Crowns defign'd, 
•* Toft for a Jeft from Wind to Wind, 
*^ Bid me be humble, and forbear 
«* Tall Monuments of Fame to rear, 
•* They are but Caftles in the Air 
•* The tow'ring Heights, and frightful Palls, 
** The ruin'd Heaps and Funerals, 
«* Of fmoaking Kingdoms and their Kings, 
<< Tell m^ a thoufand mournful Things 
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In melancholy Sileitce ■ * 



-He 
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* That living conldriot bear to fee ' 

* An Equal, now lies torn and dead j 

* Here his f ale Trunk, and there his He^ j 

* Great Pompey ! while I meditate, 

* With folemn Horror, thy fad Fate, 

* Thy Carcafs, fcattcr*d on the Short 

* Without a Name, mftrti^ts no mor« 

* Than my whole Library before. 

** Lie ilill, my Plutarcb^ then^ and iktp^ 

< And my good Seneca may keep 

' Your yplumes closed for ever too, 

* I have no further U£d for yoa; 

* For when I feel my Virtue faeH, 

* And my ambitious Thoughts prevail, 
« I'll take a Tarn among the Tombs,- . 

* And fee whereto all Glory corned : 

* There the vile Foot of every Clown 

< Tramples the Sons of Honotir dowit 

* Beggars with awful Alhes fport, 

* And tread the C4^/ in the Dirt* 

Freedom. 

1697. 

I. 

TE M P T mc no more. My Sod can n6*er MAport 
With the gay Slaveries of a Court : 
I've an Averfion to thofe Charms, 
^d hug dear Liberty in both mine Arms* 
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Go, Vaffal-Souls, go, cringe and wait, 
And dance Attendance at Honorio^s Gate, 
Then run in Troops before him to compofe his State; 
Move as he moves : and when he loiters, ft and j 
You're but the Shadows of a Man. 
Bend when he fpeaks ; and kifs the Ground : 
Go, catch th' Impertinence of Sound : 
Adore the Follies of the Great ; 
Wait till he fmiles : But lo, the Idol frowned 
And drove them to their Fate. 
II. 
Thu« bafe-bom Minds : but as for Me, 

I can and will be free : 
.Like a ftrong Mountain, or fome (lately Tree» • 

My Soul grows firm upright, 
And as I iland, and as I go» 
It keeps my Body fo ; 

No, I can never part with my Creation Right. 
Let Slaves and AiTes ftoop and bow, 
I cannot make this Iron Knee 
Send to a meaner Power than that which form'd it free. 

III. 
_ Thus my bold Harp profufely play'd 
Pindarical; then on a branchy Shade 
I hung my Harp aloft, my f<;lf beneath it laida 

Nature that liften*d to my Strain, 
Refum'd the Theme, and aded it again. 
Sudden rofe a whirling Wind 
Swelling like Honorio proud. 
Around the Straws and Feathers crowd. 
Types of a ilavifh Mind j 
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Upwards the ftormy Forces rife. 

The Dull flies up and climbs the Skies, 

i as the Tempeft fell th' obedieot Vapours funk : 

lin it roars with bellowing Sound, 

"he meaner Plants that grew aronnd, 

; Willow, and the Afp, trembled and kifs'd theGround :- 

lard by flood the Iron Trunk 

an old Oak, and all the Storm defy*d ;. 

1 vain the Winds their Forces try'd, 

1 vain they roar'd ; the Iron Oak 

'd only to the heavenly Thunder's Stroke, 

, (^ iS^D 6X:> (5^ t?& (SCd Ob C^^ 

Mr. L O C K E'j Annotations upon fever al 
^arts of the New Testament, left h- 
ind him at his Death.. 



H US Reafon learns by flow Degree?, 

What Faith reveals ; but ftill complaini 
F Intelledlual Pains, 

Darknefs from the too exuberant Light; 
le Blaze of thofe bright Myfteries 
lur'd all at once on Nature's Eyes 
Fend'and cloud her feeble Sight. 

II. 
jafon could fcarce fuftain to fee 
C Almighy One, th' Eternal Throe^ 

bear the Ihfant^Deity ; 
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Scarce could her Pride defcend to own 
Her Maker ftooping from his Throve; 
And dreil in Glories fo unknown. 
A ranfom'd World, a bleeding GO0, 
And Heav'n appcas'd: with flowing Bloody 
Wefc Themes coo painful to b« underftood^ 
III. 
Faith, thou bright Cfaerab, {peak, anil fajii 
Did ever Mind of mortal Race 
Coft thee more Toil, or larger Grace, 
To melt and bend it to obey, 
Twas hard to make fo rich a Soul Submit, 
And lay her fhining Honours at thy fovereigit Feet. 

Sifter of Faith, fair Charity, 
Shew me the wondrous Man on high, 
T«ll how he fees the Godhead Three in One;j 
The bright Convidlion fills his Eye, 
His rioblcft Powers in deep Proftration lie 

At the myftcrious Throne. 
*• Forgive, he cries, ye Saints below, 
" The wavVing and the cold AiTent 
" I gave to Themes divinely true *; 
** Can you admit the BlefTed to repent ? 
** Eternal Darknefs vail the Lines 

" Of that unhappy Book, 
^* Where glimmering Reafon with falfe liuftre fhinc% 
" Where the meer Mortal Pen miflook 

«« What the Celeftial meant I 



Ste Mr, Locke*a Annotations on Rom. iii. 25^ and Patapb^A 
Jloco. ix. ^,wbitb bat inclined femt Readers tQdnbt whether be 

ik 
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evtd the Deity and Satisfaaion of CnnisT. Therefore in the fourth 
tanz.» / invoke Charity, that by bet Help I may find him mit in Hea- 
ten^ fince his Notes on- % Cor. v. uJt. and fame other Places^ frive mi 
eafon to believe be nvas no ^txinnUy tho*. he has darkened the Glory of 
be Gofpel, and debafed Chnfiianityy in the Book whUb he caUs the 
tearooableoefa o/* it, andinfome of bis ether IVarh* 



Turtle Riches. 

fA M not conccm'd to know 
What To-morrow Fate will do : 
Tis enough that I can fay, 
Ve pofleft my felf To-day^ 
Then if haply Midnight-Death 
leize my Flefli, and flop my Breath, 
t^et To-morrow I fhall be 
ieir to the beftPart of Me. 

Glittering Stones, and Golden Things, 
Vealth and Honours that have Wing^, 
Lver flutteiing to be gone 
could never call my own : 
liches that the World beftows> 
>he can take, and I can lofe ; 
^ut the Treafures that are mine 
-lie afar beyond h^ Line. 
Vhcn I view my fpecious Soul, 
\nd furvey myfelf awhole,. . .Llj^' / 
\nd enjoy my felf al(me,- '^^V 

!*m a Kingdom of my oifnL 



\r^ 
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IVc a mighty Part within 
That the World hath never fecn. 
Rich as EJen^s happy Ground, 
And with choicer Plenty crown'd. 
Here on all the fhining Coughs 
Knowledge fair and ufekfr grows ; 
On the fame young flow'ry Tree 
All the Seafons you may fee ; 
Notions in the Bloom of Light, 
Juft difcloiing to the Sight ; 
Here are Thoughts of larger Growth, 
Rip'ning into folid Truth ; 
Fruits refin'd, of noble Taile ; 
Seraphs feed on fuch Repaft. 
Here in a green and fhady Grove, 
Streams of Pleafure mix with Love : 
There, beneath the fmiling Skies 
Hills of Contemplation rife ; 
Now upon fome fhining Top 
AngeJs light, and call me up ; 
I rejoice to raife my Feet, 
Both rejoice when there we meet. 

There are endlefs Beauties more 
Earth hath no Refemblance for ; 
Nothing like them round the Pole, 
Nothing can defcribe the Soul : 
'Tis a Region half unknown. 
That has Treafures of its own^ 
More renriote from publick View 
Th«Ui the Bowels of Peru ; 

Bros 
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Broader 'tis, and brighter far, 
Than the Golden Indies arc ; 
Ships that trace the watry Stage ' 
Cannot coaft ir in an Age ; 
Harts, or Horfes, ftrong and fleets 
Had they Wings to help their Feet^ 
Could not run it half way o'er 
In ten thoufand Days and more. 

Yet the filly wandring Mind: 
Loth to be too much confined. 
Roves and takes her daily lours, 
Coailing round the narrow Shores, 
Narrow Shores of Flefh and Senfe, 
Picking Shells and Pebbles thence : 
Or fhe fits at Fancy's Door, 
Calling Shapes and Shadows to her. 
Foreign Vifits ftill receiving, 
And t' her felf a Stranger living. 
Never, never would Ihe buy 
Indian Duft, or lyrian Dye, 
Never trade abroad for more. 
If fhe faw her native Store, 
If her inward Worth were known 
She mi^ht ever live alone. 

The Adventurous Mufe. 



u 



I. 

RAN I A takes her Morning Flight 

With an inimitable Wm^\ ^ 
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Thro' rifrng Deluges of dawn'ng Light 

'^ ijhe cleaves her wondrous Way, 
She tunes immortal Anthems to the growing Day ; 
Nor • Rapin gives her Rules to fly, flor f PnrceH NoW 
toiing. 

n. 

She nor inquires, nor knows, nor fears 
Where lie the pointed Rocks, or where th^ingalptiiagSafidi 
Climbing the 1 -quid Mountains of the ^kies 
She meets deicending Angels as (he flies. 

Nor afks them where their Country lies. 
Or where the Sea-marks fland. 

Touch 'd with aii Empyreal Ray 
She fprings, unerring, upward to eternal Day, 

Spreads her white Sails aloft, and iieers. 
With bold and fafe Attempt, to the Celeilial Land. 

IlL 
Whilft little SkiiFs along the mortal Shores 

With humble Toil in Order creep, •' 

Coafting in fight of one another's Oars, 

Nor venture thro' the boundlefs Deep. 

Such low pretending Souls are they 
Who dwell inclos'd in folid Orbs of Skull j 

Plodding along their fober Way, 
The Snail o'ei takes them in their wildeft Play, . 
Wliilethe poor Labouicrs fweat to be corredUy. dalL 

IV. j 

Give me the Chariot whofe diviner Wheels \ 

Mark their own Rout, and uncoiifin*d | 

Bound o\r the cvcrlafting Hills, 
And lofe the Clouds below,:ii.d leave the Stars behind. 

Give me the Mule whofe ^enerouii Forces 



# wf ficacb Qritifk. f ^^ ^^S^ A^<^ •/ ^^M 
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npatient of the Reins, 
lies an unattempted Courib^ 

all the Criticks Iron Chains, 

bears to Paradise the raptur'd mind. * 

V. 
re Milton dwells : The Mortal fung 
mcs not prefam'd my mortal Tongue ; 
^Terrors, or new Glories, fhine 
y Page, and flying Scenes Divine 
;e the wondVing Sepfc, and draw our Souls along, 
)l(l his Mufe fcnt oat t' explore 
lapparent Deep where Waves of Chaos roar. 

Realms of Night unknown before. 

trac'd a gloriourPath unknown, 

r iclds of heavenly War, and Seraphs overthrewib 

Te his advent'rous Genius led : 

[gn (he fram'd a Model of her own, 

thank'd the Living nor the Dead. 

>blc Hater of degenerate Khime 

off the Chains, and built his Verfe fublimtf, 

mment too high for coupled founds to climb. 

nourn'd the Garden loft below ; 

i> the Scene for tuneful Woe) 

f Blifs beats high in all his Veins, 

f the loft E^en he regains, 

liis own Air, and triumphs in unrival'd Strains. 

VI. 
tal Bard ! Thus thy own Raphael fings, 

knows no Rule but native Fire : * 

av'n fits filent, while to his fovereign Strings 

alks unutterable Things^ 
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With graces infinite his untaught Fingers rove 
Acrofs the golden Lyre : 
From every Note Devotion fprings. 
Rapture, and Harmony, and Love>- 
O'eHpread the liU'ning Choir. 

T O 

Mr. NICHOLAS CL^RK. 

^he Complaint. 



yiT^ WAS* in a Vale where Ofiers grow 

JL By mu'-mVing Streams we told cur Woci. 

A lid mingled all our Cares : 

Frien Jfhip fat pleas'd in both oui Eyes, 

In both the weeping Dews arife. 
And drop alternate Tcai*s. 

ir. 

The vigorous Monarch of the Day 
Kow mounting half his Mornin;^ Way . 

Shone with a fainter Bright j 
Still ficKning, and decaying ftill. 
Dimly he wander'd up the Hill, 

With his expiring Light. 

in. 

In dark Eclipfe his Chariot roll'd, 
The Queen of Night obfcurld his Gold 
Behind her fable Wheels ; 



"^i^^Nax^ 
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ature grew fad to lofe the Day, 
be flowVy Vales in Mourning lay, 

In Mourning flood the Hills. 
IV. 
ch are ^ur Sorrows, C L ARKy I cry'd, 
cuds of the Brain grow black, and hide 

Our dark'ned Souls behind ; 
the young Morning of our Years 
iflempering Fogs have climb'd the Sphere, 

And choke the laboring Mind. 
V. 
), the gay Planet rears his Head, 
id overlooks the lofty Shade, " 

New- brightening all the Skies : 
It fay, dear Partner of my Moan, 
hen will our long Eclipfe be goae> 

Or when our Suns arife ? 
VI. 
vain are potent Herbs apply *d, 
armonious Sounds in vain have try'd 

To make the Darknefs fly : . 
It Drugs would raifc the Dead as foon,' 
r clatf ring Brafs relieve the Moon> 

When fainting in the Sky, 

vn. 

me friendly Spirit from above, 

>rn of the Light, and nurft with Lovc» 

Aflillour feebler fires ; 
)rce thefe invading Glooms away ; 
uls (hould be feen quite thro' their Clay, 

Bright as your heav'nly Choirs. 

VIIL But 
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VIII. 
But if the Fogs mufl damp the Flame, 
Gently, kind Death, DifTolve our Frame, 

. Releafe the Prifoner Mind : 
Our Souls (hall mount, at thy Difcharge, 
To their bright Source, and ihine at large 
. Nor clouded, norconfm'd. 

The ^ffliSlms of a ^Friend. 

' i 
■ 1702.- 

No W let my Cares ail biwy'd lie, 
^y Griefs for ever dumb : 
Your forrows fwell my Heart fo high. 
They leave my own no room, 
II. 
Sicknefs and Pains are quite forgot^ 

The spleen it felf is gone j 
Pluno 'd in your Woes I feel them no^ 
Or feel them all in one. 

III. 
Infinite Grief puts Senfe to Flight, 

And all the Soul invades : 
So the broad Gloom of fpreading Night 
. Devours the Evening Shades, 

IV. 
Thus am 1 born tQ be unbleft f 

This Sympathy of Woe 
Drives my own Tyrants from my Breafl 
CT admit a foreign Fo^. 
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V. 

•ows in long SuccefEon reign ; 
^heir Iron Rod I feel : 
ndfhiphas only changed the Chain> 
ut I'm the Pris'ner flill. 

VI. 
y was this Life for Mifery made ? 
)r why drawn out fo long ? 
lere no room amongH the dead ? 
)r is a Wretch too youiig ? 

VII. 
r&. fafler on great Nature's Wheel, 
e kind, ye rolling Powers, 
1 my Days headlong down the Hill 
Vith undillinguilh'd Hours. 

VIII. 
lufky, all my riiing Stras, 
Tor fmile upon a Slave : 
knefs, and Death, make haAr at OnCip 
'o hide me in the Grave. 

be keverfe : Ofy The Comforts of aFrknd. 

I. 

^ H U S Nature tun'd her mournful Tongue, 

Till Grace lift up her Head, 
ers'd the Sorror and the Song, 
nd fmiling, thus ihe faid : 
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II. 

Were Kindred Spirits bom for Cares I 

Muft every Grief be mine ? 
Is there a Sympathy in Tears, 

Yet Joys refufe to join ? 

III. 
Forbid it, Heav'n, and raife my Love, 

And make our Joys the fame : 
So filifs and Friendihip join'd above 

Mix an immortal Flame. 
IV. 
Sorrows are loft in vaft Delight 

That brightens all the Soul. 
As Deluges of dawning Light 

Overwhelm the du&y Pole. 
V. 
Pleafures in long Succeflion reign. 

And all my Powers employ : 
Fricndfhip but fliifo the pleafing Scene, 

And frefh repeats the Joy. 
VI. 
Life has a foft and lilver Thread, 

Nor is it drawn too long ; 
Yet when my vafter Hopes perfuadc, 

Vm willing to be gone. 

VII. 
Faft as ye plcafe roll down the Hill, 

And hafte away, my Years ; 
Or I can wait my Father's Will, 

And dwell beneath the Spheres. 

VIIL 
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VIII. 

life glorious, every future Sun, 

Gi'd all my following Days, 
Sut make the lad dear Moment known 

By well-diftingujih'd Rays. ' 

To the Right honourable 

'JOHN Lord CUTS. 

At the Siege 
of Namur^ 

^he Hardy Soldier. 



'/"\ W H Y is Man fo thoughtlefs grown ? 
V^ " Why guilty Souls in hafte to die ? 

• Venturing the leap to Worlds unknown, 
' Heedlefs to Arms and Blood they fly. 

II. 
' Are Lives but worth a Soldier's Pay ? 
' Why will ye join fuch wide Extremes, 
' And (lake Immortal Souls, in play 

* At defperate Chance, and bloody Games ? 

III. 
' Valour's a nobler Turn of Thought, 

* Whofe pardon'd Guilt forbids her Fears : 
^* Calmly fhe meets the deadly Shot 

• Secure of Life above the Stars. 

IV. " But 
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IV. 

•* But Frenzy dares eternal Fate, ' 

«• And fpurr'd with Honour's airy Dreams, 

" Flies to attack th' infernal Gate, 

** And force a Paflage to the Flames. 

V. 
Thus hov'ring o'er N AMURlA'z Plains, 
Sung heav'nly Love in GabriePs Form : 
Young TH RASO\dtx!tie moving Strains, 
And vow'd to pray before the Storm. 

VI. 
Anon the thundering Trumpet oialls ; 
Vows are hut fHnd, the Hero cries ; 
Then fwears by Heav'n, and fcales the Walls, 
Drops in the Ditch defpain and dies. 



Burning feveral Poems of Ovid, Martial, Okl- 
ham, Dryden, &c. 



\ 
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IJ U D G E the Mufe of lewd Defirc 1 
Her Sons to Darknefs, and her Works tojtre. 
In vain the Flatteries of their Wit 
Now with a melting Strain, now with an heavenly Flight, 

Would tempt my Virtue to approve 
Thofe gaudy Tinders of a lawlefs Love. 
So Harlots drefs : They can appear 
V |$weet, modeft, cool, divihely Fair, 
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o charm a Cato's Eye ; but all within, 
ench, Impudence and Fire, and ugly raging Sin* 

II. 
Die, Flora, die in endlefs Sbaoie, 
Thou Proftitute of blackcft Fame, 

Stript of thy falfe Array. 
Ovid, and all ye wilder Fens 
Of modern Lull, who gild our Scenes, 
«fon the Br/////> Stage, and paint Damnation gajr. 
Attend your Miibrefs to the dead ; 
^hen Flora dies, her Imps fliould wait upon her Shade. 

m. 

* Strephon, of noble Blood and Mind, 

(For ever (hine his Name \) 
As Death approached, his-^ul refin'd, 
nd gave his loofer Sonnets to the Flame. 
" Burn, burn, he cry 'd with facred Rage, 
** Hell is the Due of tv^ry Page, 
Hell be the Fate. (But O indulgent Heaven ! 
So vile the Mufe, and yet the Man forgiv'n \) 
Burn on my Songs : For not the Silver Thames 
*• Nor Tyber with his yellow Streams 
In endlefs Currents rolling to the Main, 
Can e'er dilute the Poifon, or wafti out the Stain. 
So Mofes by Divine Comniand 
Forbid the leprous Houfe to ftand 
When deep the fatal Spot was grown 
reak down the TM^r, and dig up theSton^. 

* Barl of Rochcfter. 

TO 
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r 

T O 

Mrs. B. BENDISH. 



Againji 7'ears. 

I. 

MADAM, perfuade me Tears are good 
To waih our Mortal Cares away ; 
Theie Eyes fhail weep a fudden ^'lood. 
And ilream into a briny Sea. 

IL 
Or if thefc Orbs are hard and dry, 
(Thefe Orbs that neve^fe to rain) 
Some Star diredl me where to buy 
One fovereign Drop for all my Pain. 

III. 
Where both the golden Ingres mine, 
rd give both Indies for a Tear : 
I'd barter all but what's divine : 
Nor (hall I think the Bargain dear. 

IV. 
But Tears, alasj are trilHng Things, 
They rather feed* than heal our Woe j 
From trickling Eyies new Sorrow fprings, 
As Weeds in raiuy'Scarorfs ^row. 

•' V. 
Thus Weeping urges Weeping on ; 
In vain o\xr Mifencj. hope kU\\^£, 



1699. 
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^r one Drop calls another down, 

^ill we are drown'd in Seas of Grief. ^ 

VI. 
Then let thefe ofelefs Streams be ftaid, 
Vcar native Courage OH your Facet 
r'hefe vulgar Thiiigt Were never made 
^or Souls of a fnperior Race» 

VIL 
f 'tis a rugged Path yoii go, 
Ind thoufand Foes your Steps furround^ 
Tread the Thorns down, charge thro' the Foe : 
The hardeft Fight is higheft crown'd. 



Few happy Matches. 

^AY, mighty' Love, and teach my Sbng^ 
J To whom my fweeteft Joys belongs ■ 

And who the happy Pairs 
Vhofe yielding Hearts, and joihiiig Hknds, 
'ind Bleflings twifted with their Bands, 

To foften all their Cares. 

lot the wild Herd of NynptflHr^wsuns 
'hat thoughtlefs fly into the (^Kis, 

As Cuftom leads the ^zy \ ' M'^^ 

F there be bliG without Bcfigii,^ y^*> 
vies and Oaks may grow and twii^ 

And be as bleft as they. 



^98 LTRIC POEMS, Boo) 

III. 

Not fordid Souls of earthy Mould 

Who drawn by Kindred Charms of Gold 

To dull Embraces move : 
So two rich Mountains of Peru 
MsLy rufli to wealthy Marriage too^ .. 

And make a World of Love. - • ' 
•IV. \ 
Not the mad Tribe that Hell infpircs 
With wanton Flames ; thofe raging Fires 

The purer Blifs deftroy : 
On j€tnd*s Top let Furies wed. 
And Sheets of Lightning drefs the Bed 

T* improve the burning Joy. 
V. 
Kor the dull Pairs whofe marble Forms 
None of the mekmg Paflions warms* 

. fCan mingle Hearts and Hands : 
Logs of green Wood that qudnch the Coals 
Arc carry'd juft Jike Stoic Spuls, 

With Ofiers for their Bands. 
VL 
■Not Minds of melancholy (bain. 
Still filent, or that ftiU complain. 

Can the dear Bondage blefs : 
As well may heavenly Conforts fpring 
From two old Lutes with ne*er a Stn.ng» . 

Or none befides the Bafs. 
VIL 
Nor can the foft Enchantments hold 
Two jarring Souls of angry Mould, 

The Rugged and^ the Keen ; 
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mpfon's young Foxes might as wel} 
Bonds of chearfal Wedlock dwell. 
With Firebrands ty'd between. 

VIII. 
3r let the cruel Fetters bind 
gentle to a favage Mind ; 
For Love abhors the Sight : 
)ofe the fierce Tyger from the Deer, 
)r native Rage and liative Fear 
Rife and forbid Delight. 

IX. 
wo kindefl Souls alone mufl meet ; , 
'is Friendfhip makes the Bondage fweet. 
And feeds their mutual Loves ; 
ight Venus on her rolling Thron^L- 
drawn by gentleft Birds alone^ \ 
And Cupids yoke the Doves. 

ftJ^fiM Af#^(^^ .ftiflfl?^^ iftfiBftlift Aflftfiliftth 
TO 

:>AVID POLHILLy Efq; 
All F P I S T L E. 

December 1702; 
I. 
E T ufelefs Souls to Woods retreat ; 
^ POLE ILL Ihould leave a Country Seat 
hen Virtue bids him dare be Great. 

L z W.^« 
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II. 
Nor Kmt *, nor Saffkx *, (hoald have Charms 
While Liberty, with load Alarms, 
Calls you to Counfels and to Arms. 

m. 

Le^is, by fawning Slaves ador'd, 
Bids you receive a f bafe-bom Lord ; 
Awake yeur Cares f awake your SworcT! 

IV. 
Faflions amongft the || Britom rife. 
And warring Tongues, and wild Surmife, 
And burning Zeal without her Eyes, 

V. 
A Vote decides the blind Debate ; 
Refolv'd, 'Tis ofdi<viner Weight 
To fa've the Steeple^ than the State. 

VJ. 
The X ^W Machine is form'd and join'd 
To ftretch the Confcience, and to bind 
The native Freedom of the Mind, 

VIL 
Your Grandfire Shades with jealous Eye 
Frown down to fee their Offspring lie 
Carelefs, and let their Country die. 

VIII. 
If ( Tre'via fear to let you (land 
Againft the GWwith Spear in Hand, 
At lead f § Petition for the Land. 

• f/rj Country. Seat and DvfeVhg, f 7hi Pretemier^ / 

ehivCH Kifig in France. || 7be Patl'tament, J ^ . 

0]^a;nft Occajfion.il Conformity, 170a. § Mrs. 'PoWiiU of tbi 

wily of tb^ l.9rd Trevor. •[ § Mr. Polhill was one oftbtfij 

ZfMt^tts G^'ntknten who prefented the famous Kentilh Petition totbtl 
iiamfnt^ in the Rn'fn (f King William, to bajien tbtir Suf^Net in ■ 
^ t^/fj^-^f f^^ ^"^l '• ^^' ^^^ ^'^^ France. 
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The celebrated Victory of the Poles over Ofman 
the Turkifh Emperor in the Dacian BatteL 

Tranjlatedfrom Cafimire, 5. IV* Od. 4. with large 
Additions, 

f^ADOR, the Old, the Wealthy and the Strongr 
^^ Cheerful in Years (nor of the Heroic Mufe 
L^nknowing, nor unknown) held fair Poffeffions 
Where flows the fruitful Danube : Seventy Springs 
Smird on his Seed, and feventy Harveit Moons 
Fiird his wide Granaries with Autumnal Jpjf : 
Still he refum'd the Toil ; and Fame ifcports, 
While he broke up new Ground, and tir'd his Plough. 
In grafly Furrows, the torn Earth difclos'd 
Helmets, and Swords (bright Furniture of War 
Sleeping in Rufl) and Heaps of nughty Bones. 
The Sun defccnding to the Wefiem Deep- 
Bid him lie down and reft ; he loos*d the Yoke^ 
Yet held his wearied Oxen from their Food 
With charming Numbers, and uncommon Sodj^ 

Go, Fellow-Labourers, you may rove fecure» 
Or feed befide me ; taffe the Greens and Boughs 
That you have long forgot; crop the fweet Herb^ 
And graze in fafcty, while the Vi^or-PoU 
icans •n his Spear, and breathes ; yet ftill his Eyc 

L 3 ^5;alia»» 
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Jealous and fierce. How large^ old Soldier, fay. 
How fair a Harveft of the flaughter'd Turks 
Strcw'd the Moldavian Fields ?• What mighty Piles 
Of vaft Deftrudlion, and of Thracian pe2id 
Fill and amaze my Eyes ? Broad Bucklers lie 
(A vain Defence) Q>read o'er the pathlefs Hills, 
And Coats of fcaly Steel, and hard Habergeon, 
Deep bruis'd and empty of Mahometan Limbs. 
This the fierce Saracen wore, (for when a Boy, 
I was their Captive, and remind their Drcfs :) 
Here the Polonians dreadful marched along 
In auguft Port, and regular Array, 
Led on to Conqueft : Here the Turki/h Chief 
Prefumptuous trod, and in rude Order rang'd 
His long Battalions, while his populous Towns 
, Pour'd out frefh Troops perpetual, dreft in Arms, 
Horrent in Mail, and gay in fpangled Pride. 

O the dire Image of the bloody Fight 
Thefe Eyes have feen, when the capacious Plain 
Was throng'd with Dacian Spears ; when polifli'd He 
And convex Gold blaz'd thick againft the Sun 
Reftoring all his Beams \ but frowning War 
All gloomy, like a gathered Tempeft, flood 
Wavering, and doubtful where to bend its Fall. 

The Storm of mifTive Steel delayM a while 
By wife Command ; fledg'd Arrows on the Nerve ; 
And Scymiter and Sabre .bore the Sheath 
Reludlant 5 till the hollow brazen Clouds 
HadT)elIow'd from each Quarter of the Fi^d 
I^ud Thunder, and difgorg'd their fulph'rous Fire. 

1 
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nners wav'd, and Arms were mix'd wiA Arms ; 
velins anfwcr'd Javelins»as they fled, 
I fled hiffing Death : With advcrfe Edge 
oked Fauchions met ; and hideous Noifc 
aftiing Shields, thro' the long Ranks of War, 

horrible. A thoufand Iron Storms 
^erfe; and in harfh Confufion drown 
impet's Silver Sound. O rude Effort 
nony ! not all the frozen Stores 
cold Ngrth when pour*d in rattling Hail 
th fuch Madnefs the Ncrwoegian Plains, 
Drment the Ear. Scarce founds fo far 
eful Fragor, when fome Smthtm'2\2A 
•om the Alps a Ridge of knotty Oak» 
ng'd,. and ancient Tenants of the Rock ! . 
.fly Fragment, many a Rood in Length, 
ideous Crafli, rolls down the rugged Cliff 
s, plunging in the fubjedl Lake 

Lugaine ; th' afilifted Waters roar, 
rious Thunder all the Valley fills, 
as the Noife of War ; the troubled Air 
ins aloud, and propagates the Din , 

ghbouring Regions ; Rocks and lofty Hills 
s impetuous Echoes round the Sky. 

>ar, Revenge, and Rage, and Hate appear 
leir murderous Forms ; and Flame and Blood 
/eat and Dufl: array the broad Campaign i 

ror: Hafly Feet, and fparkling Eyes, 
1 the favage Paffions of the Soul 
; in the warm Bufinefs of the Day; 

L 4 Hero 
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Here xningHng Hands, bnt with no friendly Gripe^ 

Join in the Fight ; and Breafb in doTe Embrace^ 

Bat mortal^ as the Iron Arms of Death.- 

Ilere Words aoftere, of perilous Command, 

And Valour fwift t* obey ; bold Feats of Arms 

Dreadful to fee, and glorious to relate, 

^xine thro' the Field with more furprizing Biightnels 

-llian glittering Helms or Spears. What loud Appladr 

(Befl Meed of warlike Toil) what manly Shouts, 

And Yells unmanly thro' the Battel ring ! 

And fudden Wrath dies into cndlifs Fame. j 

LoD^ did the Fate of War hang dubions. Heiie '| 
«Stood the more numerous ?Vi, the valiant Pole 
Fooght here; moxe dreadful^ tha* with lefier Wings« 

But what the D«^/^/ or the Coward Sout 

Of a Cydoniofi^ what the fearful Crouds 

Of bafe Ci/icians fcaping firom the Slaughter,. 

Or Parthian Beails with all their racing Riders, 

What could they mean againft th' intrepid Breaft 

Of the purfuing Foe ? Th' impetuous FoUs 

Knih here, and here the Lithuaman Horfe 

Drive down upon them like a double Bdt 

Of kindled Thunder raging thro' the Sky 

On founding Wheels : or as fome mighty Flood 

Rolls- lus two Torrents down a dreaclfnl Steep 

Precipitant, and bears along the. Stream 

Rocks, Woods and Trees, with all the grazing Herd; 

And tumbles iof^ Foreib headlong ta the Plain. 

The 
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The hold Boruffiak fmoaking from afar 
Moves like a l^empcft in a dulky Cloud, 
And imitates th' Artillery of Heairen,. 
The Lightning and the Roar. Amazing Scene t 
What Showers of mortal Hafl,. what, flaky Fires 
Burfl from the Darknefs ! while their Cohorts firok^ 
Met the like Thunder, and an equal Storm, 
From hollile Troops, but with a braver Mind. 
Undaunted Bofoms tempt the Edge of War, 
And rulh on the fharp Point; while baleful Mifchieft,. 
Deaths, and bright Dangers flew acrofs the Field 
Thick and continual, and a thoufand Souls 
Fled murmuring thro' their Wounds. I ftood aloof. 
For 'twas pnfafe to come within the Wind- 
Oi Jtuffian Banners^ when with whizzing founds 
Eager of Glory, and profufc of Life, 
They bore down fearlefs on the charging Foes, 
And drove them backward. Then the Turkijb Moons 
Wander'd in difariay. A 3ark Eclipfe 
Hung on the Silver Crefcent,. boding Nighty 
Long Night to ail her Sons i. at length difrob'd* 
The Standards fell ;, the barbarous Enfigns torn 
Fled with the Wind, the Sport of angry HcaV'n ;: 
And a large Cloud of Infantry and Horfe 
Scaucring^ in wild Diforder, fpread the Plain^ 

NotNoife, nor Number, nor the brawny Limbj 
Nor high.built.Size prevails: 'TIS Courage fightv 
'Tb Courage conquers. So whole Forcfts fali 
{A. %ac]0«s Ruin) by one Angle Ax, 
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And Steel well (harpen'd ; fo a generous Pair 
Of yoiuig-wuig*d Eaglets fright a thoiifand Doves. 

Vaft was the Slaughter, and the flowery Green 
Drank deep of flowing Crimfon. Veteran Bands 
Here made their laft Campaign. Here hacghty Chiefs 
Stretched on the Bed of purple Honour lie 
Sapine, nor dream of Battel's hard Events 
Opprefs^d with Iron Slumbers^ and long Night. 
Their Ghofts indignant to the nether World, 
Fled, bat attended well ; for at their fide 
Some faithful Jamxaries ftrewM the Field, 
Fall'n in juft Ranks or Wedges, Lunes or Squares, 
Firm as they ftood ; to the Warfriian Troops 
A nobler Toil, and Triumph worth their Fight. 
But the broad Sabre and keen Poll -Ax flew 
With fpccdy Terror thro' the feebler Herd, 
And made rude Havock and irregular Spoil 
Amongft the vulgar Bands that own'd the Name 
Of Maf^mtt. The wild Arabians fled 
Ju fwift Affright a thoufand different Ways (taint 

Thro^ Brakes and Thorns, and climb'd the craggy Moun- 
Bellowing ; yet hafty Fate overtook the Cry, 
And Folijh Hunters clave the timorous Deer. 

Thus the dire Profpedl diftant fill'd my Soul 
With Awe ;, till the laft Relicks of the War 
The thin Edonians, flying had difclos'd 
The ghaftly Plain : I took a nearer View, 
Unfeemly to the Sight, noir to the Smell 
Grateful. What Loads of mangled Fleih and Limbs 

A difini] 
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(A difmal Carniige f) bathed in reeking Gore' 
Lay welfrin^ on the Ground ; n^hile flitting life 
Convulsed the Nerves ftill fbivering, nor had left 
All TaHe of Pain ! Here an old Jhraeiaiir lies 
Deform'd with Years, and Scars» and groans aloud 
Torn with frefh Wounds ^ but inward Vitals firm 
Forbid the Soul*8 Remove, and chain it down 
By the hard Laws of Nature, to fuilain 
Long Torment ; his wild Eye balls roll ; his Teetk 
Gnafhing with Anguifh, chide his lingring Fate. 
Emblazoned ArxQOur fpoke his high Command 
Amongft the neighbouring Dead ; they round their Losji 
Lay profh-ate; fome in Flight ignobly ilain. 
Some to the Skies their Faces upwards tum'd 
Still brave, and proud to die ib near their Prince* 

I mov'd not far, and lo, at manly Length 
Two beauteous Youths of richeft Ottoman Blood 
Extended on the Field 5 in Friendftiip join'd. 
Nor Fate divides them ; hardy Warriors both ; 
Both faithful j drown'd in ShoWrs of Darts they fell. 
Each with his Shield fpread o^er his Lover's Heart, 
In vain : for on thofe Orbs of friendly Brafs 
Stood Groves of Javelins ; fome, alas, too deep 
Were planted there, and thro' their lovely Bofoms 
Made painful Avenues for cruel Death. 

my dear native Land, forgive the Tear 

1 dropt on their wan Cheeks, when flrong Com|Aiffioa 
Forc'd from vay melting Eyes the briny Dew, 

And paid a Sacrifice to hoftile Virtue. 
Dacia^ forgive the Sight that wifli'd the Souls 
Of ihofc fair Infidels fome humble Place 

Among 

4 
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Among the Bleft. ** Sleep, fleep, ye haplefs Pair^ 
** GtvAjt I cry*d, worthy of better Fate» 
** And better Faith. Hard by the General laj 
Of Saracem Defcent, a grizly Form 
Breathleifiy yet Pride fat pafe upon his Front 
In Di£4>pointment, with a furly Brow 
Louring in Death, and vext ; his rigid Jawt 
Foaming with Blood bite hard the P§1^ Speasw 
In chat dead Vifage my Remembrance reads- 
Raih Caracas: In vain the boafting Slave 
Tromis'd and foothM the Sulta/t threatning fierce 
IVith Royal Suppers and triumphant Fare 
Spread wide beneath Warfwian Silk and Gold ; 
See on the naked Ground all cold he lies 
Ben«atb the ^amp wide CavVing of the Air 
Forgetful of his Word. How Heaven confounds 
Infultingr Hopes ! with what an awful Smile 
Laughs at ^ Proud, that loofen all the Rexnt 
To their unbounded Wiihes, and leads on 
Their blind Ambition to a fhameful End ^ 

But whither am I borne ? this Thought of Arm^ 
Fires me in vain to fing to fenfelefs Bulls 
What generous Horfe fhould hear. Break off my Sonj 
*My baibaiious Mufe be (till : Immortal Deeds 
Muft not be thus profaned ia rufUc Verfe : 
The Martial Trumpet, and the following Age^ 
And growing Fame (hall loud rehearfe the Fight 
In Sounds of Glory. Lo, the Evening-Star 
Shines o'er the Weftern Hill j my Oxen, come^ 
The well-known Star invites the Labourer home^ 



Sacred to Virtue, &c. aogt 



TO 

Mr. HENRT BENDTSH. 

Dear SiR> Aug. 24, 170^. 

^HE follofwrng Song ivas yours ichen firft composed: TBe 
■* Mufe then de/crib^d the general Fate cfMankindy that isy 
to be ill matched \ and nvw Jke rejoices that you ha've e/cap'd 
the common Mi/chiefs and thak your Saul has found its own 
Mate, Let this Ode then congratulate you both. Gro*w mu- 
tually in more compleat Likenefs and Love: P erf ever e andb^^ 
Happy. 

I perfUade m^elfyou nvill accept from the- Prefs what the 
Pen more privately infcriFd to you. long ago ;. and Pm in. no 
Pain left yjMiJhould take Offence at the fabulous Drefs of this. 
Poem: Nornxjouldv^eakerMindsbefcandaliz^datity if the^ 
v^ould give them/elves leave to refle£i hovu many divine Truths 
arefpoken by the Holy Writers in Vtfions and Images, Para^ 
hies and Dreams : Nor are my vuifer Friends ajha?n*d to de.-^ 
fend ity fince the Narrative is gra^e and. the Moral fo ju^ 
and obvious, 

I'be Indian Phihfopber. 

Sept.^, 17OU 

H Y ftould our Joys transform to Pain I 
Why gentle Hymens filkcn Chain 
APU£«cfto.p»..( ■ ^^^^ 
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BENDTS H, 'tis ftrangc the Charm that binds 
Millions of Hands, fhould leave their Minds 
At fuch a Loofe from Love. 

In vain I fought the wondrous Caufe, 
Rang'd the wild Fields of Nature's Laws, 

And urg'd the Schools in vain ; 
Then deep in Thought within my Breaft 
My Soul retired, and Slumber drefs*^ 

A bright inftrudlivc Scene. 

in. 

0*er the broad Lands, and crofs the Tide, 
On Fancy's airy Horfe I ride, 

(Sweet Rapture of the Mind!) 
Till on the Banks of Gangers Flood, 
In a tall ancient Grove I flood 

For {acred Ufe defign'd. 

IV. 

Hard by, a venerable Prieft, 

Ris'n with his God, the Sun, from Reft, 

Awoke his Morning Song ; 
Thrice he conjur'd the murm'ring Stream ; 
The Birth of Souls was all his Theme, 

And half-divine his Tongue. 

V. 

** He fang th' Eternal rolling Flame, 
«* That vital Mafs, that ftill the fame 
■ " Does all our Minds compofe : 
•* Buc fhap'd in twice ten thoufand Frames j 
** Thence difF'ring Soula gf differing Names, 
" And jarring Temp^j^rofe. 

- VL "The 
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VI. 

^' The mighty Power that form'd the Mind 
*' One Mould for every Two defign'd, 

" And blefs'd the new-bom Pair : 
" This be a Match for this: (he faid) 
** Then down he fent the Souls he made, 

" To feek them Bodies here. 

vir. 

" But parting from their warm Abode 
** They loft their Fellows on the Road, 

•* And never join'd their Hands : 
** Ah cruel Chance, and Croffing Fates ! 
" Our Eajlem Souls have dropt their Mates 

" On Europe^ barbarous Lands. 

VIII. 
" Happy the Youth rfiat finds the Bride 
" Whofe Birth is to his own ally'd, 

" The fweeteft Joy of Life : 
** But oh the Crowds of wretched Souls 
" Fetter'd to Minds of different Moulds, 

" And chain'd t'etcrnal Strife ! 

IX. 
Thus fang the wond'rous Indian Bard ; 
My Soul with vaft Attention heard, 
- While Ganges ceas'd to flow : 
*' Sure then (I cry 'd) might I but fee 
** That gentle Nymph that twinn'd with mc, 
** I may be happy too. 

X. 
<* Some courteous Angd tell me where. 
•* What diftant Lands thi$ unknown Fair, 

" Or 
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" Or diftant Seas detain I ■ 
** Swift as the Wheel of Nature rolls 
** rd fly, to meet^ and mingle Souls» 

'^ And wear the joyful Chain.. 



^^i:^i!^^ 



The Happy Man. 



I. 

SERENE as Light is Mr RON'S Soul; 
And adlive as the Sun, yet Heady as the Pob t 

In manly Beauty (hines his Face ; 
Every Mufe, and every Gracei 

Makes his Heart and Tongue their Seat, 
His Heart profufely good, his Tongiie divinely fweet* 

MTR O Ny the Wonder of our Eyes^ 

Behold his Manhood fcarce begun !: 

Behold his Race of Virtue run ! 

Behold the Goal of Glory won ! 
Nor Fame denies the Merit, nor with holds the Prize; 
Her Silver Trumpets liis RcnOwn proclaim : 

The Lands w^ere Learning never flfew. 

Which neither Romf nor Jthem knew. 

Surly Japan and xlcYiPeru^ 
In barbarous Songs pronounce the Britijh Hero's Nam«» 

** Airy Bliis (the Hero cry'd) 
" May feed, the Tympany of Pride a. 

** Jul 
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" But healthy Souls were never found 
" To live on Emptinefs and Sound. 

ir. 

Lo, at his honourable Feet 
Fame's bright Attendant, Wealth, appears; 
She comes to pay Obedience mee^ 
Providing Joys for future Years ; 
Bleflings with lavifh Hand (he pours 
Gathered from the Jtuiian Coaft ; 
[ot Danae'9 Lap cojild equal Treafure's boaft,^ 
Whcn7<w^ came down m Golden Showers^ 

He look'd and tum'd his Eyes away, 
With high Difdain I heard him fay, 
" Blifs iis not made of glittering Clay. 

III. 
Now Pomp and Grandeur court his Head 
With Scutcheons, Arms, and Enfigns fpread : 
Gay Magnificence and State, 
Guards, and Chariots at his Gate, 
Lnd Slaves in endlefs Order round his Table wait : 
I'hey learn the Didlates of his Eyes, 
And now they fall and now they rife» 
Watch every Motion of thdr Lord^ 
Fang on his Lips with. moH impatient Zeal, 
^ith fwift Ambition feize tV unfinifh'd Word^ 
And the Command fulfil.. 
Tir'd with theTtaia thai GrvLAHDEVK brings,^ 
He dropt a Tear, and 'pity*d Kings : 
Then flying from th^^^oify fhrong, 
Seeks the Diverfion of a Song. 

TV. Mv 
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rv. 

Music K defcending on a iilent Cloudy 

Tun'd ail her Strings with endlefs Art ; 

By flow Degrees from foft to lou J 

Changing flie rofe : The Harp and Flatc 
Harmonious join, the Hero to faiate, 

And make a Captive of his Heart. 
Fruits, and rich Wine, and Scenes of lawlefe Love 

Each with utnioft Luxury ftrovc 
To treat their Favourite beft j 

But founding Strings, and Fruits, and Wittc, 

An^ lawlefs Love, in vain combine 
To make his Virtue fleep, or lull his Soul to reft. 

V. 

He faw the tedious Round, and, with aSigh, 
Pronounc'd the World but Vanity. 
«* In Crowds of Pleafure ftill I find 
" A painful Solitude of Mind, 
" A Vacancy within which Scnfe can ne'er fupply; 
" Hence, and be gone, ye flatt'ring Snares, 
" Ye vulgar Charms of Eyes and Ears, 
•' Ye unperforming Promifers ! 
•* Be all my bafer Paffions dead, 
" And hafe Defucs, by Nature made 

" For Animals and Boys : 
" Man has a Relifli more refin'd, 
" Souls are for focial Blifs defign'd, 
** Give me a Bleffing fit to match my Mind, 
** A Kindred- Soul to double and to fliare my Joys. 
"J 

VI. MT 
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VI. 

MTR R HA appeared ; Serene her Soul 
And acli've as the Sun, yet Jleady as the Pole: 
In fofter Beauties Jhone her Face^ 
E'very Mufe^ and e^ery Grace ^ 
Made her Heart and Tongue their Seat, 
Her Heart profufely good, her Tongue dinjinely fik'cet : 
MYKKRk the Wonder of his Eyes ; 
His Heart recoird with fweet Surprize, 

With Joys unknown before : 
His Soul diiTolv'd in pleating Pain, 
Flow'd to his Eyes, and look*d again. 

And could endure no more. 
*' Enough ! (th' impatient Hero cries) 

•* And fei^^'d her to his Breaft, 
** I feek no more below the Skiei, 

*' I give my Slaves the reft. 



T O 

DAVID POLHILL, Efq; 

An Anfwcr to an infamous Satyr, called, Advice to 
a Painter ; written by.a namelefs Author, againfl: 
King William III. of Glorious Memory, 1698. 

SIR. 
TJf/H E N you put this Satyr into my Hand, jou gave m^ 

'^ the Occajion of employing my Pep to anfiverfo dftefta* 
mhle a Writing j <whicb might he done much more effeSiually 

'4 
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hy your kfro-jm Zeal for the JnUrefi of his Majifty, your 
Counfch and your Courage employ" d in the Defence of your Exng 
and Country, And Jince you provoked me to nxTtte^ you ivill 
accept ofthofe Efforts of my Loyalty to the heft of Kingi^ air 
drcfsd to one of the moft zealous of his SuhjeSs, hy^ 

Sir, 

Your Moft Obedient Servant^ 



PARTI. 

AN D muft the Hero, that redeemed our Land, 
Here in the Front of Vice and Scandal ftand ? 
The Man of wondroos Soul, that icornM his Eafe,, 
Tempting the Winters, and the faithlefs Seas,. 
And paid an annual Tribute of his Life 
To guard his England from the Irijh Knife, 
And crufti the French Dragoon ? Muft iVilli'am\ Naxn^ 
That brighteft Star that gilds the Wings of Fame, 
William the Brave, the Pious, and the Juft, 
Adorn thefe gloomy Scenes of Tyranny Luft ? 

POLHTLl, my Hood boils h^h, my Spirits flame; - 
Can your Zeal fleep ! Or are your Paflions tame ? 
Nor call Revenge and Darknefs on the Poet*s Name ? 
Why fmoke the Skies not ? Why no Thunders roll ? 
Kor kiodlirg Lightnings blaft hi& guilty Soul ? 

Audacious 



} 
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Audacious Wretch ! to flab a Monarch's Fame, 
And fire his Subjedls with a Rebel-Flame ; * * 
To call the Painter to his black Defigns, 
To draw our Guardian's Face in hellilh Lines : 
Painter, beware ! the Monarch can be (hown 
Under no Shape but Angels, or his own^ 
Gahriely or William^ on the Brit\Jh Throne. 

O ! could my Thought but grafp the vaft Deiign> 
And Words with infinite Ideas join, 
I'd roufe Apettes from his Iron Sieep> 
And bid him trace the Warrior o'er the Deep: 
Trace him, Apelles^ o'er the Belgian Plain, 
Fierce, how he'climbs o'er Mountains of the Slain, 
Scattering juil Vengeance thro' the red Campaign. 
=Then dalh the Canvas with a flying Stroke, 
Till it be lofl in Clouds of Fire and Smoke, 
And fay, "Twas thus the Conqueror thro' the Squadron* 1 

broke. 
Mark him again emerging from the Cloud, 
Far from his Troops ; there like a Rock he**flood 
His Country's fmgle Barrier in a Sea of Blood. 
Calmly he leaves the Pleafures of a Throne, 
And his Maria weeping ; whilft alone 
He wards the Fate of Nations, and provokes his own : 
But Heav'n fccures its Champion ; o'er the Field 
Paint hov'ring Angels; tho' they fly concealed, . 
Bach intercepts a Death, and wears it on his Shield. 

Now, noble Pencil, lead him to our I/le, 
Mark how the Skiet with joyful Luftre fmile, 

Th^ 



\ 



.!l 



2i8 LYRIC POEMS, BookE 

Th*?!! imitate the Glory on the Strand 
Spread half the Nation, longing till he land. 
Wa(h off the Blood, and take a peaceful Teint, J 

All Red the Warrior ; white the Ruler paint; \ 

Abroad a Hero, and at Home a Saint. 
Throne him on high upon a fliining Seat, 
Luft and Prophanenefs dying at his Feet, 
While round Jiis Head the Laurel and the Olive meet. 
The Crowns of War and Peace ; and may they blow 
With flow'ry Bleflings ever on his Brow. 
At his Right Hand pile up the EngUJh Laws 
Jn facred Volumes ; thence the Moni^rch draws 
His wife and juft Commands- 
Rife, ye old Sages of the Brtufl> Ifle, 
On the fair Tablet caft a reverend Smile, 
And blefs the Piece ; thefe Statutes are your own. 
That fway the Cottage, and direft the Throne ; 
People and Prince are one in WillianCh Name ; 
Their Joys, their Dangers, and their Laws the fame. 



Let Liberty, and Right, with Plumes difjpljiy'd, 
Clap their glad Wings around their Guardian's Head, 
Religion o'er the reft her ftarry Pinions fpread. 
Religion guards him ; round th' Imperial Qgeen 
Phce waiting Virtues, each of heavenly Mein ; 
Learn their bright Air, and paint it from his Eyes i 
The Juft, the Bold, the Temperate, and the Wife 
Dwell in his Looks ; Majeftic, but Serene ; 
Sweet, with no Fondnefs ; Chearful, but not vain : 
Bri >ht, without Terror ; Great, without Difdain* 
His Soul infpires us what his Lips command. 
And fpreadfi his brave Example thro' the Land : 



A 



Not 
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Not fo the former Reigns ; 

Bend down his Ear to each afflidled Cry, 

l.ct Beams of Grace dart gently from his Eye ; 

But the brfght Treafures of his facred Breaft 

^re too divine, too vaft to be expreft : 

©Dlours maft fail where Words and Numbirs faint, 

And leave the Hero's Heart for Thought alone to paint 

PART II. 



NOW, Mufe, purfue the Satyrift again, 
Wipe off the Blots of his invenom'd Pen ; 
Hark, how he bids the fervile Painter draw 
In monftrous Shapes, the Patrons of our Law ; 
At one flight Da(h he cancels every Name 
From the white Rolls of Hone^ and Fame : 
This Icribling Wretch marks . je meets for Knave, 
^hoots fudden Bolts promifcuous ut the Bafe and Brave, 
4 with unpardonable Malice (beds 
*\l and Spite on undiftinguifh'd Heads. 
^ }: forbear ; or if thy bolder Hand 

Dares to attempt the Villains of the Land, 
Braw firft this Poet, like fome baleful Star, 
With filent Influence fliedding Civil War ; 
Or fa6lious Trumpeter, whofe Magic Sound 
Calls off the Subjedb to the hoftile Ground, 
And fcatters hellifti Feuds the Nation round. 
Thefe are the Imps of Hell, that curfed Tribe 
That firft create the Plague, ani then the Pain defcribe. 



\ 
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Draw next above, the Great Ones of our Jfle^ 
Still from the Good diHinguifhing the Vile j 
Scat 'em in Pomp, in Grandeur, and Command) 
Peeling the Subjects with a greedy Hand : 
Paint forth the Knaves that have the Nation fold^ 
And tinge their greedy Looks with fordid Gold. 
Mark what a felfifh Fadlion undermines 
The pious Monarch's generous Defigns, 
Spoil their own native Land as Vipers do, 
Vipers that tear their Mother's Bowels througKi 
Let Great Najfau, beneath a careful Crown, ^ 

Mournful in Majefty, look gently down» C 

Mingling foft Pity with an awful Frown : J 

He grieves to fee how long in vain he ftrove •\ 

To make us bleft, how vain his Labours prove v 

To fave the ftubborn Land he condefcends to love* j 

^cjti (% ^^ (^ &:> <% C^ (^^ 

To the Difcontented and Unquiets 
Imitated partly frofnCz,{\m\tt^ B. IV. Od. 15* 

T/ARlAy there's nothing here Aat's fret • 
^ From wearifome Anxiety : 
And the whole Round of mortal Joys 
With ihort PoilelTion tires and cloys ; 
'Tis a dull Circle that we tread, 
Juft from the Window to the Bcd» 

Wf 
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We rife to fee and to be fccn, 
Gaze on the World a while, and then 
We yawn, and ilretch to fleep again. 
But Fancy, that uneafy Guell, 
Still holds a Longing in ourBreaft ; 
She finds or frames Vexations ftill^ 
Her felf the^greatefl Plague we feel. 
We take ftrange Pleafure in our Pain, 
And make a Mountain of a Grain, 
AiTume the Load, and pant and fweat 
Beneath th' imaginary Weight. 
With our dear felves we live at Strife, 
While the mod conftant Scenes of Life 
From peevifh Humours are not free ; 
Still we afiea Variety : 
Rather than pafs aneafy Day, 
We fret and chide the Hours away. 
Grow weary of this circling Sun, 
And vex that he ihould ever run 
The fame old Track ; and ftill, and ftill 
lUfe red behind yon Eaftern Hill, 
And chide the Moon that darts her Light 
Thro^ the(ame Cafement every Night. 

We fluft our Chambers, and our Homes, 
To dwell where Trouble never comes : 
Syl'via has left the City Crowd, 
Againfl the Court exclaims aloud. 
Flies to the Woods ; a Hermit-Saint f 
She loaths her Patches, Pins, and Paint, 
Dear Diamonds from her Neck are torn : 
But HuMOVR, that Eternal Thorn, 

M '^^i^ 
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Sticks in her Heart : (he's hurry 'd^ll, 
Twixt her wild Paflions and her Will : 
Haunted and hagg'dwhere-e^erfhe roves^ 
By purling Streams^ and iilent Groves, 
Or with her Furies, or her Loves. 

Then our own native Land we hate. 
Too cold, too windy, or t6o wet ; 
Change the thick Climate, and repair 
To France or Italy for Air ; 
In vain we change, in vain we fly ; 
Go, Syhia, mount the whirling Sky, 
Or ride upon the feather'd Wind 
In vain ; if this difeafed Mind 
Clings fail, and flill fits clofe behind. 
Faithful Difeafe, that never fails 
Attendance at her Lady's Side, 
Over the Defart or the Tide, 
Qn rolling Wheels, or flying Sails, 

Happy the Soul that Virtue fliows 
To fix the Place of Her Repoie, 
Needlefs to^move ; for flie can dwell 
In her oldGrandiire's Hall as well. 
Virtue that never loves to roam. 
But fweetly hides, her felf at home. 
And eafy on a native Throne 
»Of humble Turf fits gently down. 

Yet fhould tumultuous Storms arife. 
And mingle Earth, and Seas, and Skies, 
Should the Waves fwdl, and make her roll 
Acrofs thelJne, or neat the Pole, 
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till file's at Peace ; for well fhe knows 
""o launch the Stream that Duty fhows, 
knd makes her Home where'er fhe goes, 
tear her, ye Seas, upon your Breaft, 
Dr waft her, Winds, from Eaft to Weft 
Da the foft Air ; fiie cannot find 
\ Couch fo eafy as her Mind, - 
>for breathe a Climate half fo kind. 
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T O 

JOHN H J R r P P.Efqi 

NOW 

3ir JOHN H A R T P P, Bart. 

Cafimire^ Book I. Ode 4. imitated. 
, Vivejucunda metuens juventa^ &c. 

July 1700. 

I. 

LIVE, my dear Hj^R TOPP, live to Day, 
Nor let the Sun look down and fay, 
'• Inglorious here he lies, 
Shake off your Eafe, and fend your Name 
I'd Immortality and Fame, 
* By cv'ry Hour that flies. 

II. 
fc^outh's a foft Scene, but trufl her not : 
Her airy Minutes, fwift as Thought, 

Slide off the flipp'ry Sphere j 
^OOAS with their Months make hafly Rouads, 

M z 'Wsft- 



224 LTRIC POEMS, B( 

The San has pafs'd his venial Bounds^ 

And whirls about the Year, 
lit. 
Let Folly drefs in green and red. 
And gird her Wafle with flowing Gold 
KnitblufhingRofes round her Head» 
Alas f the gaudy Colours fade» 

The Garment waxes old. 
BAR TOPF, mark the withering Rofe, 
And the pale Gold how dim it (hows f 

IV. 
Bright and lading Blifs below 

. Is all Romance and Dream ; 
Only the Joys celeftial flow 

In an eternal Stream, 
ThePleafures that the fmiling Day 

With large Right Hand beflow5» 
Palfely her Left conveys away. 

And fliuflies in our Woes. 
So have I feen a Mother play. 

And cheat her filly Child, 
She gave and took a Toy away, 

The Infant cry'd and fmird. 
V. 
Airy Chance, and Iron Fate 
Hurry and vex our mortal State, 
And all the Race of Ills create ; 
Now fiery Joy, now fallen Grief, 
Commands the Reins of human Life, 

7''he Wheels impetuous roll ;. 
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le harneft Hours and Minutes ftrive, 
id Days with (faretching Pinions drive ■ 
——down fiercely on the Goal. 

VI. 
>t half fo fad the Gaily flies 
O'er the Venetian Sea, 
hen Sails, and Oars, and laboring Skies 
Contend to make her Way. 
wift Wings for all the flying Houn 
The God of Time prepares, 
lie refl lie fHll yet in their Neft 
And grow for future Years. 

T O 

THOMAS G U N S TO N.Efqi 
1700. 

Hap;[>y Solitude. 

Cafimirey Book IV. Ode. 12. Imitated. 

^d Mi latentim^ 8cc. 

I. 

TH E noify World complains of me 
That I fhould fliun their Sight, and flee 
Vifits, and Crowds, and Company, 
CUNSrON, the Lark dwells in her Neft 

Till flie afcend the Skies ; 
And in my Clofet I couU reft 
U to the Heavens J rife. 

M 3 \\.X^->. 
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, Yet they willarge» " This private Life 

" Can never make yoo bleft, 

** And twenty Doors are ftill at flrife 
" T' engage you for a Gueft. 
friend, (hould the Towers of Windfir or Wkiiekall 

Spread open their inviting Gates 

To make my Entertainment gay j 

I would obey the Royal Call, 
But fhort fhoald be my Stay, 

Since a diviner Service waits 
T' employ my Hours at home, and better fill the Day. 
III. 

Whctt I within my Self retreat, 

I fhut my Doors againfi the Great ; 

My bufy Eye -balls inward roll. 

And there with large Sur\'ey I fee 

All the wide Theatre of Me, 
And view the various Scenes of my retiring Soul j 
There I walk o'er the Mazes I have trod, 
While Hope and Fear are in a doubtful Strife, 

. Whether this Opera of Life . . 

Be a£ted well to gain the Plaudit of my God. 

IV. 
There's a Day haftning, ('tis an awful Day !) 
When the Great Sovereign Jhall at large review 

All that we fpeak, and all we do, 
The fevcral Parts we aft on this wide Stage of Clay* 

Thefe he approves, and thofe he blames. 
And crowns perhaps a Porter, and a Prince he damns. 
© if the Judge from his tremendous Seat 

Shall not condemn what I have done. 



^ 
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I fhall be happy tho* unknown. 
Nor need the gazing Rabble, nor the fliouting Street. 
V. 
I hate the Gi(?ry, Friend, thatfprings 
From vulgar Breath, and empty Sound ; . . 
Tame mounts her upward with a flattering Gale 

Upon her airy Wings, 
Till Efwy fhoots, and Fame receives the Wound j 
Then her flagging Pinions fail, 
Down Glory falls and flrikes the Ground, 
And breaks her batcer'd Limbs. 
Rather let me be quite conceaPd from Fame 1 
How happy I (hould lie 
In fweet Obfcurity, 
Nor the loud World pronounce my little Name I 
Here I could live and die alone ; 
Or if Society be due 
To keep our tafte of Pleafure new, 

G UNS TON, I'd live and die with you. 
For both our Souls are one. 
VI. 
■ Here we could fit and pafs the Hour, 
And pity Kingdoms, and their Kings, 
And fmile at all their fliining Things, 
Their Toys of State, and Images of Power ; 
Firtue fhould dwell within our Scat, 
Virtue alone could make it fweet, 
^or is her felf fecure, but in a clofe Retreat. 
While flie withdraws from public Prlifc 
Efny perhaps would ceafc to rail, 
E/fvy itfelf may innocently gaze 
At Beauty in a Vail : 

M 4 £nt 
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But if (he once advance to Light, 
Her Charms are loft in Envf^ Si^t, 
And r/r/Mftands the Mark of nniverfal Spight. 

TO 

JOHN H A RTO P P.ECqi 

NOW 

Sir JOHN H A RTO P P. Bart 

yir Difdain. 



I. 

HJRTOPP,! love the Soul that dare* 
Tread the Temptations of his Years 
JBeneath his youthful Feet : 
FLEETWOOD and all thy heavenly Line 
Look thro' the Stars> and fhule divine 

Upon an Heir fo great. 
Young HJRTOPP knows this noble Theme, 
That the wild S<5enes of bufy Life, 
The Noife, th' Amufements, and the Sttife 
Are but the Vifions of the Night, 
Gay Phantoms of deludve Light, 
Or a vexatious Dream, 

IL 
Flefh is the vileft and the leaft 

Ingredient of our Frame : 
Jf^e^c bom to live above the Beaft, 
Or gujtthe manty^amt. 



i70ii 
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Icafurcs of Scnfe we leave for Boys ; 
le fhining Dufl'the Mifer's Food ; 
.et Fancy feed on Fame and Noife» 
ouls muft purfue diviner Joys, 
And feize th' Immortal Good. , . , . - "^ 

TO 

M I T I Oy my Friend. 

An E P I S T L E. 

•^ORGIVEme, MITIO, thai there JhwldU 
any mortifying Lines in the following Poems infcribed to 
K, fofoon after your Entrance ; into that State which nvaf 
fign^d for the compleateft Hafpinefs on Earth : But you 
ill quickly difccver^ that the Mufe in the firft Poem only 
>refents the Shades and dark Colours that melancholy 
-o'ws upon Lo-ve^ and the Social Life. In the fecond^ per* 
ttsjhe indulges her own bright Ideas a little. Yet if the 
counts are but well balanced at lafi^ and Things fet in a 
f Lights I hope there is no Ground for Cenf are. Here 
r *willfind an Attempt made to talk of one of the meft im» 
'tant Concerns of human Nature in Verfe^ and that nvith 

Solemnity becoming the Argument, I have hanijhed 
imace and Ridicule, that Perfons of the moft ferious 
^araSier may reed without Offence. What was written fe-^ 
^al Tears ago to your felf is now permitted to entertain 

IKorld ; but you may affume it to your felf as a private 
tertainment fill, while you lie concealed behind a feigned 
me, 

M 5 ^te 
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Tbe Mourning' Piece. 

LI F E's a long Tragedy : This Globe the Stage, 
Well fix'd and well adorn'd with ftrong Machines, 
Gay Fields, and Skies, and Seas : The Adlors many : 
The Plot immenfe : A Flight of Daemons lit 
On ev^ry failing Cloud with fatal Purpofe ; 
And fhoot acrofs the Scenes ten thoufand Arrows 
Perpetual and unfeen, headed with Pain, 
With Sorrow, Infamy, Difeafe and Death. 
The pointed Plagues fly filent thro' the Air 
Nor twangs the Bow, yet fure and deep the Wound. 

Dianthe a6b her little Part alone. 
Nor wifhes an aflbciate. Lo fhe glides 
Single thro' all the Storm, and more fecore ; 
Lefs are her Dangers, and her Breaft receives 
The feweft Darts. " But, O my lov'd MariUa^ 
•' My Sifter, once my Friend, (Dianthe cries) 
** How much art thou expos'd ! Thy growing Soul 
** Doubled in Wedlock, multiply'd in Children, 
*' Stands but the broader Mark for all the Mifchiefs 
** That rove promifcuous o'er the mortal Stage : 
** Children, thofe dear young Limbs, thofe tendcrrf 

Pieces 
*' Of your own Flefh, thofe little other Selves, 
" How they dilate the Heart to wide Dimenfions, 
" And foften every Fibre to improve j 

'' Th^ Mother's fad Capacity o? ^^m> 
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'* I mourn FitUlio too ; tho' Heaven has chofe 

•* A Favourite Mate for him, of all her Sex 

** The Pride and Flower : How bleft the lovely Pair, 

'^ Beyond ExpreiTion, if well mingled Loves 

" And Woes well-mingled could improve our Blifi ! 

** Amidft the rugged Cares of Life behold 

« The Father and the Hulband ; flattering Namesj 

" That fpreadhis Title, and enlarge his Share 

" Of common Wretchednefs. He fondly hopes 

** To multiply his Joys, but every Hour 

" Renews the Difappointment and the Smart 

•* There not a Wound aiflias the meaneft Joint 

** Of his fair Partner, or her Infant-Tr^, 

*' (Sweet Babes !) but pierces to his InmoftSoul. 

•* Strange is thy Power, O Love ! what numerous VeingJ 

•* And Arteries, and Arms, and Hands, and Eyes, 

•* Are linked and faften'd to a Lover's. Heart, 

•* By ftrong but fecret Strings ! with vain Attempt 

*• We put the Stoic on, in vain we try 

•* To break the Ties of Nature and of Blood ; 

•* Thofe hidden Threads maintain the dear Communion- 

•* Inviolably firm : their thrilling Motions 

«• Reciprocal give endlefs Sympathy 

«* In all the Bitters and the Sweets of Life. 

•* Thrice happy Man, if Pleafure only knew 

** Thefe^ Avenues of Love to reach our Souls, . 

** And Pain had never found 'em ! . 

Thus fang the tuneful Maid, fearful totry^^ 
The bold Experiment. Oft Daphnis came. 
And oft Narcijfusy Rivals of her Heart, 

Luring.: 
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Luring ber Eyes with Triflei dipt in Gold, 

And the gay filken Bondage. Finn fhe ftood» 

And bold repulsed the bright Temptation ftill. 

Nor pot the Chains on; dangerous to try. 

And hard to be diflolv^d. Yet rifing Tears 

Sate on her Eye-lids, while her Nombers flowed 

Harmonious Sorrow ; and the pitying Drops 

Stole down her Cheeks, to mourn the haple& State 

Of mortal Love. Love, thou bed Bleffing fent 

To foften Life, and make our Iron Cai^ 

Eafy : But thy own Cares of fofter kind 

Give (harper Wounds : they lodge too near the Heaf^ 

Beat, like the Pulfe, perpetual, and create 

A ftrang^ uneafy Senfe, a tempting Pain* 

Say, my Companion M ITl O, fpeak fincere, 
(For thou art learned now) what anxious Thoughu, 
What kind Perplexities tumultuous rife. 
If but the Abfence of a Day divide 
Thee from thy fair beloved ! v ainly fmiles 
The chear^I Sun, and Night with radiant Eyes 
Twinkles in vafn : The Region of thy Soul 
Is Darknefs, till thy better Star appear. 
Tell me, what Toil, what Torment to fuftain 
The rolling Burthen of the tedious Hours ? 
The tedious Hours are Ages. Fancy roves 
Reftlefsinfond Enquiry, nor believes 
Charijfa fafe : Chariffa^ in whofe Life 
Thy Life confifts, and in her Comfort thine. 
Fear and Surmife put on a thoufand Forms 
Of dear Difquietude, and round thine Ears 

Whifp 
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Whifper ten thoa&iul Daagers, endlefs Woes, 
Till thy Frame (hudders at her fancy'd Death ; 
Then dies my M IT 10^ and his Blood creeps cold 
Thro* every Vein. Speak, does the Stranger-Mufe 
Caft happy Guefles at the unknown Paflion» 
Or has fhe faUed sdl ? Inform me, Friend, 
Arc half thy Joys fincere ? Thy Hopes fhlfiU'd, 
Or fmftrate ? Here commit thy fecret Grieft • 
To faithful Ears, and be they buryMliere 
In Friendfhip and Oblivion ; left they (poll 
Thy new bom Pleafures with diftafteful Gall. 
Nor let thine Eye too greedily drink in 
The frightful Profpea, when untimely Death 
Shall make wild Inroads on a Parent*s Heart, 
And his dear Offspring to the cruel Grave 
Are dragged in fad Succeffion, while his Soul 
Is torn away Piece Meal : Thus dies the Wretch 
A various Death, and frequent, e'er he quit 
The Theatre, and make his Exit final. 

But if his deareft Half, his faithfiil Mate 
Survive, and in the fweeteftiaddeft Airs 
Of Love and Grief, approach with trembling Hand 
To clofe his fwiming Eyes, what double Pangs, 
What Racks, what Twinges rend his Heart.ftrings off 
From the Fair Bofom of that Fellow-Dove 
He leaves behind to mourn ? What jealous Cares 
liang on his parting Soul, to think his Love 
Exposed to wild Oppreffion, and the Herd 
Of favage Men ? So parts the dying Turtle 
With fobbing Accents, with fuch Regret 

Leavea 
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Leaves his kind feathered Mate : The Widow-Bird 
Wanders in lonefome Shades, forgets her Food, 
Forgets her Life ; or falls a fpeedier Prey 
To talonM Faulcons, and the crooked Beak 
Of Hawks athirft for Blood 

The Second P A R T : or 
The bright Fijion. 

THUS far the Mufe, in unaccuftom'd Mood, 
And Strains unpleafmg to a Lovcr^s Ear, 
. Indulg'd a Gloom of Thought 5 and thus fhc fang 
Paitial ; for Mclamholy\ hateful Form 
Stood by in fable Robe : The penfive Mufe 
Surveyed the darkfome Scenes of Life, and fought 
Some bright relieving Glimpfe, feme cordial Ray 
In the fair World of Love : But while fhe gaz'd 
Delightful on •he State of Twin-born Souls 
United, blefs'd, the cruel Shade apply'd 
A dark long Tube, and a felfe tinaur'dGlafi 
Deceitful ; blending Love and Life at once 
In Darknefs, Chaos, and the common Mais 
Of Mifery : Now Urania feels the Cheat, 
And breaks the hated Optic in Difdain. 
Swift vanilhes the fuUen Form, and lo 
The Scene (hines bright with blifs : Behold the Place 
Where Mifchiefs never fly, Cares never come 
With wrinkled Brow, norAnguiih, nor Difeafe, 

K«r 
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Nor Malice forky-tongu'd. On this dctfrSpoty 
MIT 10, my Love would fix and plant thy Station 
To a£l thy Part of Life, ferenc and blcft 
With the fair Confort fitted to thy Heart 

Sure 'tis a Vifion of that happy Grove 
Where-the firft Authors of our.moumful Raee 
Liv'd in fweet Partnerfhip f one Hour they liv'd. 
But changed the tailed Blifs (imprudent Pair !) 
For Sin, and Shame, and this wafteWilderneft 
Of Briars, and nine hundred Years of Pain. 
The willing ^f ufe newdreiies the fair Garden 
Amid this Defart- World, with budding Blifs, 
And Ever-Greens, and Balms, and iiowVy Beauties 
Without one dangerous Tree ; There heavenly Dews 
Nightly defcending ihall impearl the Grafs 
And verdant Herbage ; Drops of Fragrancy x 
Sit trembling on the Spires : The fpicy Vapours 
Rife with the Dawn, and thro' the Air diffused 
Salute your waking Senfes with Perfume : 
While vital Fruits with their Ambrofial Juice 
Renew Life's purple Flood and Fountain, pure 
From vicious Taint ; and with your Innocence 
Immortalize the Strudlure of your Clay. 
On this new Paradife the cloudlefs Skies 
Shall fmile perpetual, while the Lamp of Day 
With Flames unfuUy'd, (as the fabled Torch 
Of Hymen) meafures out your golden Hours 
Along his Azure Road. The nuptial Moon 
In milder Rays ferene, fhould nightly rife 
FuU-orb'd (if Heaven and Nature will indulge 

So 
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So fair an Emblem) big with Silver Joys, 

And ftill foi^t her Wane. The feathered Choir 

Warbling their Maker*8 Praife on early Wing, 

Or perch'd on Evening^Bough, (hall join your Worflup 

Join your fweet Vefpen, and the Morning Song. 

O (acred Symphony ! Hark, thro' the Grove 
I l^ear the Sound Divine ! I*m all Attention, 
All Ear, all Extafy ; unknown Delight ! 
And the fair Mufe proclaims the Heav*n below. 

Not the Seraf^ic Minds of high Degree 
Difdain Converfe with'Men : Again returning 
I fee th' Ethereal Hoft on downward Wing. 
JLOj at the Eaflem Gate young Cherubs ftand 
Guardians, commiffionM to convey their Joys 
To earthly Lovers. Go, ye happy Pair, 
Gotaile their Banquet, learn the nobler Pleafures 
Supernal, and from brutal Dregs refin'd, 
Raphael fhall teach thee, Friend, exalted Thoughts 
And intelledual Blifs. 'Twas Raphael taught 
The Patriarch of our Progeny th' Affairs 
Of Heaven : (So Milton fings, enlightned Bard f 
Nor mife'd his Eyes, when in fublimeft Strain 
The Angel's great Narration he repeats 
To Jllnon's Sons_ high favoured) Thou (halt learn 
CelcfUal LeiTons from his awful Tongue ; 
And with foft Grace and interwoven Loves 
(Grateful Digreflion) all his Words rehearfc 
To thy Charifa's Ear, and charm her. SouU 
Thus with divine Difcourfe, in fliady Bowers 



O: 
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Of Edett^ our firft Father entertained 
Ente his fole-Auditrefs ; and deep Difpute 
With conjugal Carefles on her Lip 
Solv'deafy, and abftrufeft Thoughts rcveal'd. 

Now the Day wears apace, now M 17 10 comes 
From his bright Tutor, and finds out his Mate. 
Behold the dear Affociates feated low 
On humble Tttrf, with Rofe and Myrtle ftrow'd 1 
^ut high their Conference ! how felf-fuffic'd 
Xives their' Eternal Maker, girt around 
With Glories : arm'd with Thunders j and his Throne 
Mortal Apcefs forbids, proje^ing far 
Splenddrs unfuiFerable and radiant D^ath. 
With Reverence and Abafenoent deep they fall' 
Before his Sovereign Majefty, to pay 
Due Wordiip : Then his Mercy on their Souls 
Smiles with a gentler Ray» but Sovereign ftill; 
And leads their Meditation and Difcourfe 
Long Ages backward > and acrofs the Sea« 
To Bethlehem of Juiab : There the Son^ 
The filial Godhead, Charader exprefs 
Of Brightnefs inexpreflible, laid by 
His beamy Robes, and- made Defcent to Earth 
Sprung from the Sons of Jdam he became 
A fecond Father, Hudious to regain 
Loft Paradife for Men, and purchafe Heaven. 

The Lovers with Indearment mutual thus 
Promifcuous talk*d, and Queflions intricate 
His manly Judgment ftill refolv'd> and iliil 



V^^V 
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Held her Attention fix'4: flie mufing fat 

On the fweet mention of Incarnate Love, 

Till Rapture wak*d her Voice to fofteft Strains. 

*• She fang the Infant God ; (myflerious Theme !) 

^ How vile his Birth-place, and his Cradle vile.! 

** The Ox and Afs his mean Companions ; there. 

** In Habit vile the Shepherds flock around, 

" Saluting the great Mother, and adore 

"' IfraePs anointed King, the appointed Heir 

" Of' the Creation. How dcbas'd he lies 

** Beneath his Regal State ; for thee, my MITIOp. 

*' Debas'd in fervile Form ; but Angels ftood 

*« Miniftring round their Charge with folded Wingt 

" Obfequious, tho' onfecn ; while lightfome Bonn 

" Fulfiird the Day, and the grey Evening rofc. 

" Then the fair Guardians hov'ring o'er his Head 

" Wakeful all Night, drive the foul Spirits far, 

** And with their fapning Pinions purge the Air 

** From bufy Phantoms,, from infectious Damps,. 

*' And impure Taint ; while their-Ambrofial I^iunes 

" A dewy Slumber on his Senfes fhed. 

" Alternate Hymns the heavenly Watchers fung 

*« Melodious, foothing the furrounding Shades, 

** And kept the Darknefs challe and holy. Then. 

" Midnight was charm'd, and all her gazing Eyes 

•* Wondered to fee their mig|ity Maker flecp. 

" Behold the Glooms difperfe, the rofy Morn 

** Smiles in the Eaft with Eye-lids opening fatr, 

'« But not fo fair as Thine ; O I could fold Thee, 

" My young Almighty, my Creator- Babe, 

•* For ever in thefe Arms ! For ever dwell 

fei. " Upoi 
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" Upon thy lovely Form with gazing Joy, 

** And every Pulfe ihould beat Seraphic Love ; 

*• Around my Scat Ihould crouding Cherubs come 

•' With fwift Ambition, zealous to attend 

*' Their Prince, and Foirm a Heav'n below the Sky. 

** Forbear, Charijfa^ O forbear the Thought 
*' Of Female- Fond nefs, and forgive the Man 
** That interrupts fuch melting Harmony ! 
Thus M 17 10 1 and awakes her nobler Powers 
To pay juft Worfhip to the facred King, 
JESUS, the God ; nor with Devotion pure 
Mix the Careffes of her fofter Sex i 
( Vam Kandiftiment) " Come, turn thine Eyes afidc 
** From BethWtm^ and climb up the doleful Steep 
" Of bloody Calvary, where naked Sculls 
•* Pave the fad Road, and fright the Traveller. 
" Can my Beloved bear to trace the Feet 
** Of her Redeemer panting up the Hill 
** Hard burden'd ? Can^hy Heart attend his Crofs ? 
** Nail'd to the cruel Wood he groans, he dies, 
•* For thee he dies. Beneath thy Sins and mine 
" (Horrible Load !) the finlefs Saviour groans, 
*' And in fierce Anguiih of his Soul expires. 
** Adoring AngeFs pry with bending Head 
** Searching the deep Contrivance, and admire 
** This Infinite Defigh. Here Peace is made 
** 'TwixtGoD the Sovereign, and the Rebel Man ; 
** Here Satan overthrown with all his Hoils 
** In fccond Ruin rages and defpairs ; 
«« Malice itfelf defpairs. The Captive Prey 



*' Lon^ 
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" Long held in Slavery hopes a fweet Rdeafe, 

" And Jdam^s ruin'd Ofi^pring (hall revive 

*' Thus ranfom'd from the greedy Jaws of Death. 

The fair Difciple heard : her Pafllons move 
Harmonious tb the great Difcourfe, and breathe 
Refined Devotion : while new Smiles of Love 
Repay her Teacher. Both with bended Knees 
Read o'er the Covenant of Eternal Life 
Brought down to Men ; feaPd by the facred Three 
Jn Heav'n; and feal'd on Earth with IGod*s own Blood. 
.Here they unite their Names again, and fign 
Thofe peaceful Articles. (Hail^ bleft Co-heirs 
CelelHal ! Ye (hall grow to x^anly Age, 
And fpite of Earth and Hell» in feafon due 
Poflefs the fair Inheritance above.) 
With joyous Admiration they furvey 
The Gofpel Treafures infinite, uxifeen . 
By mortal Eye, by morul Ear unheard. 
And unconceiv'd by Thought : Riches Divine 
And Honours which the Almighty Father-GoD 
Pour'd with immenfe Profdion on his Son, 
High-Treafurer of Heaven. The Son beftows 
The'Life, the Love, the Bleffing, and the Jojr 
On Bankrupt mortals who believe and love 
His Name. " Then, my Charija, all is thine. 
** And thine, my Mil lO, the fair Saint replies. 
" Life, Death, the World below, and Worlds on high, 
«* And Place, and Time, are ours ; and Things to come, 
** And pad, and prefcnt, for our Intereft Hands 
^* Firm in our Myftic Head, the Title fure. 
*** Tis for our Health and fweet Refrefhment, while 

« We 
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" We-fojoarn Strangers here, the fruitful Earth 
*' Bears plenteous ; and revolving Seafons dill 
•• Drefs her vaft Globe in various Ornament. 
'* For us this chearful Sun and chearful Light 
<' Diurnal ihine. This blue Expanfeof Sky 
** Hangs, a rich Canopy above our Heads 
'* Covering our Slumbers, all with flarry Gold 
** Inwroughti when Night alternates her Return. 
** For us Time wears his Wings out : Nature keeps 
•* Her Wheels in Motion : and her Fabrick ftands. 
" Glories beyond our Ken of mortal Sight 
<■ Are now preparing, ^nd a Maniion fair 
•* Awaits us, where the S^ts unbody^d live. 
** Spirits seleas'd fuom Clay, and purjg'd from Sin : 
<• Thither our Hearts with moft inceffant Wifh 
** Panting afpire ; when fhall that deareft Hour 
'< Shine and releafe us hence, and bear us high« 
*^ Bear us at once unfever*d to our better Home ? 

O bled connubial State ! O happy Pair, 
Envy'd by yet unfodated Sools 
Who feck their faithful Twins ! Your Pleafures rife 
Sweet as the Morn, advancing as the Day, 
Fervent as glorious Noon, ferenely calm 
As Summer-Evenings. The vile Sons of Earth 
Groveling in Duft with all their noify Jars 
KefUefs, ftiall interrupt your Joys no more 
Than barking Animals affright the Moon 
Sublime, and riding in her Midnight Way. 
Friendihip and Love (liall undiitinguifh'd reign 
0*er all your PaiHons with unrival'd Sway 
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Mutual and everlaiUng : Friendfhip knows 

No Property in Good, but all Things common 

That each poflefTes, as the Light or Air 

In which wc breathe and live : There's not one Thought 

Can lurk in clofe Referve, no Barriers fix'd. 

But every PafTage open as the Day 

To one another's Bread, and inmoft Mind. 

Thu& by Communion your Delight fhall grow, l 

Thus Streams of mingled Blifs fwell higher as they flow, > 

Thus Angels mix their Flames, and more divinely glow. 3 

The Third P A R T : Or ^ 
Tbe Account balanced. 



SHOULD Sovereign Love before me fland^ 
With all his Train of Pomp and State, 
And bid the daring Mufe relate 
His Comforts and his Cares ; 
MIT 10, I would not aik the Sand 
For Metaphors t' exprefs their Weight, 
Nor borrow Numbers from the Stars. 
Thy Cares and Comforts, fovereign Love, 
Vaftly out weigh the Sand below. 
And to a larger Audit grow 
Than all the Stars above. 
Thy mighty Lofles and thy Gains 
Arc their own mutual Meafures ; 

Only 
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Only the Man that knows thy Paine 
Can reckon up thy Pleafures. 
II. 
Say, Damon^ fay, how bright the Scene, 
Damon is half-divinely bleft, 
.caning his Head on his Florella^^ fireaft 
V^ichout a jealous Thought, or bufy Care between : 
Then the fwect Faflions mix and fhare; 

florella tells thee all her Heart, 
Tor can thy SouPs remoteft Part 
Conceal a Thought or Wifti from the beloved Fair. 
' Say, what a Pitch thy Pleafures fly, 
V^henFriendfhipall-fincere grows up to Ecftacy 
Jor felf contradls the Biifs, nor Vice pollutes the Joy. 

While thy dear OfBpring round thee fit, 
)r fporting innocently at thy Feet 
Thy kindeft Thoughts engage : 

Thofe little Images of Thee, 

What pretty Toys of Youth they be. 
And growing Props of Age ! 
III. 
ktfhort is earthly Blifs I The changing Wind 

Blows from the fickly Mouthy and brings ' 
Vlalignant Fevers on its fultry Wings, 

Relentlefs Death fits clofe behind : 
Mow gafping Infants, and a Wife in Tears, 

With piercing Groans falutes his Ears, 
rhro' every Vein the thrilling Torments roll ; 

While Sweet and Bitter are at Strife 

In thofe dear Miferies of Life, 
rhofe tenderefl Pieces of his bleeding Soul, 

The 
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The pleafing Senfe of Love awhile 
Mixt with the Heart ake may the Pain beguile^i 

And make a feeble Fight : 
*Till Sorrows like a gloomy Deluge rife, 

Then every fmiling Paflion dies. 

And hope alone with wakeful Eyes 
Darkling and folitary waits the (low returning Light 
IV. 

Here then let my Ambition reft. 

May I be moderately bleft I 

When I the Laws of Love obey : | 

Let but my Pleafure and my Pain 

In equal Balance ever reign. 

Or mount by Turns and fmk again, 
And fhare juft Meafuresof alternate Sway» 

So Damon lives, and ne^er complains j 

Scarce can we hope diviner Scenes 
On this dull Stage of Clay : 

The Tribes beneath the Northern ^mt 

Submit to Darknefs half the Year, 
Since half the Year is Day. 
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Oh the Death of the Duke of Gloucefter, ]4 
after Mr. Dryden. i yco. 

An EPIGRAM. 



T\ RTDE Nlsde&d, D^rZ)£ i\r alone could fing 
'^^ The full-grown Glories of a future King. 

Now G LOST ER dies : Thus leffer Heroes live 

By thsLt immortal Breath i\\9XYo^x^ ^n^ v 

•A 
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fcarce furvive the Mufe, but ITILlIAMiiasids, 

afks his Honours from the Poet's Hands. 
LLIAM fhall ihine without ^DRrDElTs Praife^ 
Laurels are not giafied on the Bays. 

An Epigram of Mania/ to Qnnus. 

Sic tua^ Cirinij promt's EpigranmuHa vulg^ 
Ut mecum pojjis^ &c. 

crib'dtoMr.y0 5/^/:/ HORT. 1694. 

Now Lord Bifliop of Ki-more in Ireland. 

O fmooth your Numbers, Friend, your Vcrfe fo fwcet; 

So fharp the Jeft, and yet the Turn fo neat, 
at with her Martial Rome would place Cirine, 
ne would prefer your Scnfe and Thought to mine. 
t modeft you decline the pnblick Stage, 

fix your Friend alone amidft th' applauding Age, 
Maro did ; the mighty Maro lings , -^ 

vaft Heroic Notes of vaft Heroic Things, t 

Ld leaves the Ode to dance upon his Flaccus Strings, j 
5 fcorn'd to daunt the dear Horatian Lyre^ 
10' his brave Genius flafti'd Pindaric Fire, 
id at his Will could filence all the Lyric Quire. 
to his Varius he rcfign'd the Praife 
'the proud Buficin and the Tragic Bays, 
hen he could thunder with a loftier Vein, 
id fmg of Gods and Heroes in a bolder Strain, 

A handfome Treat, a Piece of Gold, or To, 
ad Compliments will every Friend beftow; 

N P.."!r?l/ 
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Rarely a Virgil^ a Cirine we meet. 

Who lays his Laurels at inferior Feet, 

And yields the tendered Point of Honour, ^-7/, 

^ J& c3& iJfe 6K:> ^& c3& dti c3ti^ 
E P I S T O L A. j 

Fratri fuo dilefto /?. /T. /. fT. S. P. D. i 

1 

TDURSUM tuas, amande FraUtj aecipi Literas, 

fortafse momento^ quo nua ad te pervinerunt ; idemqutf 
tefcribentem vidU Dies, meum ad Epifiolare munus exdiaa 
Calamum ; non Inane eft inter nos Fratemum nomen, 
enim Spiritus nos inius animate agitque, iff Concordes in 
hobus efficit mofus : O utinam crefcat indies y £sf 'vige/catm 
CJjaritas ; faxit Deusy ut Amor fui noftra incendat & ifA 
cet pe^oroy tunc etenim (ff altemis pura Amiciti^ fiatm 
erga nos inviccm Divinum in modum ardebJmus ; Contetfi 
>nur Jefum noftrum, Caelefte iUud Uf adorandum Exa^ 
Charitatis. Ilk eft. 



I 

QU r quondam xtemo delapfus ab iBthere Vultv 
Induit Humanos, ut poiTet Corpore noftras 
^ (Heu miferas) fufierre vices ; iponforis obivit 
Munia, & in fefe Tabulte maledida Minacis \ 

ranflulit, & fceleris pccnas hominifque reatum. 

£cce jacet defertus humi, difiufus In herbam ^ 

Integer, innocuas verfus fua (idera Palmas 
lie placidum attollens vultum, nee ad ofcula Patris | 
Amplcxus folitofve i Artus nudatus amidlu 
Sidereos, k fponte finum patefaflus ad Iras 

NuDif 
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armati. Pater, hie infige * fagpittos, 
ait, iratum forbebunt Pedora ferrum» 
t iEthereus mortalia Crimina Sanguis. 

& horrendum fremuere tonitrua Qsli 
[ue Deus ; (quem jam pofui/Te pateraum 
eri vellet nomen, fed & ipfa fragorcs 
s pavefada filet,) Jam diffilit iEther, 
irque fores, ubi duro Carcere regnat^ 
?c£narum Thefauros mille coercet, 
nt gravidi vefano Solphure Nimbi, 
:ifque volant contorta volumina Flammac 

immeritum ; diro hie fab Pondere priefTu^ 
omprefTos dumque ardens ejqplicat artus 
eo veHes tindae fudore madefeunt. 
m infando Vindix Regina labori 
neumbit, fed lailbs inerepat Ignes 
& fomno langaentem fufcitat y Enfem : 

age, Divinum pete Pe£tus, & imbue faerd 
le mucronem ; Vos hinc, mea fpieula, late 

per totum difpergite tormina Chriftum^ 
ifum tolerare valet ; ad pondera poens 
raada hominem fufFuleiet Ineola Nvmbic. 
acra Decas Legumy Violata Tabella, 
vindidam; valla fatiabere eaede, 
lis Culpse penfabit dedeeus ingens 
tus Deitate Cruor. 

a, immiti contorquet Vulnera dextri 
[ue iinus ; fandi penetralia Cordis 

iv.6. t Luke xxiL 44. I 2cch. xiii. 7. 

N 2 ' Pan# 
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Panduntur, faeris avidus Dolor involat alis, 
Atque audax Mentem fcnitator, & Ilia xnordet; 
Interca Scnrator * ovat, ViAorqoc Doloris 
Eminety Illuftri f perfufus Membra Cmore, 
Exultatque mifer fieri ; nam fortiiis illam 
Urget Patris Honos» Sc non vincenda Volaptai 
Servandi miferos Sontes ; O nobilig Ardor 
Poenanun I O quid non Mortalia Pedtora cogis 
Dorus Amor ? Quid non Cadeflia ? 

At fuhjidat Fhantajia^ n)anefcant Imagines \ nefm ^ 
froripuit amens Mufa : Folui qu'atuor Hneas peMbui afir 
iff ecce! numeri crefcunt in immenfumi Jumque eo 
Genio laxanji frana^ njereor nejwvenilis impetus fbet 
lof/ent, y auJax nimis Imaginatio, Heri alata ejt 
Epifiola iruUcam Matrem meliufcuUfe habere^ licet ifj 
hn/ij Kcn frorfus dejeruit mortale ejus Domidiium. 
njo/ui, fed ttirgidi &f crefcentee verfus nohere plura^ 
eir^}druftt fcriptionis Limttes. Vale amice fratery (sT ii 
Pietatis ^ Artis medictg firenuus decurre. 

Datum a Muf?eo meoLondini xv*<> Kalmd. Fi 
Annofalutis cididcxciii. 

• Col. ii; 15. f Luc xxiL 24* 

Fratris E. W. olim navigaturo. 

I FELIX, pede profpcro 
I Frater, Trabe pinca 
Sulces ^quora carula 
P;iind&s Carbafa fi :;tibu9 
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Qaas tato reditura lint 
Non te'monfba Natantia 
Pond Carnivorae Incolae 
Praedentar Rate naufraga. 

Navisy Tu tibi creditum 
Fratrem dimidiam mei 
Salvum fer per inkofpita 
Ponti Regna, per avios 
Tradus, & liquidum Chaos. 
Nee te forbeat horrida 
Syrtis, nee Scoptdus nunax . 
Rnmpat roboreum latus. 
Captent mitia flamina 
Antennae ; & Zcphyri level 
Dent Portum placidum tibi. 

Tuy quiflumina, qnivagos 
Fla£his Oceani regis, 
£t fsevum Borcam domas. 
Da fratri faciles vias, 
£t fratrem reducem fuis. 

Ad Reverenduxn Vimm 

« JOHANNEM PINHORNE, 

Fidum Adolefcentlae meae Prseceptorem. 

Pindmci Carmnit SpecitneM, 1694. 

I. 
T te, PINORNI, Mufa Trifantica 
Salutat, ardens difcipulam tuam 

N 2 Gratd 
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Grate fateri : nunc Athenas, 

Nunc Ladas per amoenitates 
Tuto pererrans te recolit Ducem, 
Te quondam teneros & Ebraia per afpera greifin 
Non dura duxUIe mana. 
Tuo patefcunt lunine Thefpii 
Campi atque ad arcem PieridiSn iter : 
£n altus ^K^ir^ia Homerus 
Arm a Deofque Virofqae mifcens 
'Occupat ^thereum Pamaili cuhnen : Hmuri 
Imnienfos fhipeo mancf' 

Te, Maro^ dulce canens fylvas, te bcUa fonantcxn 
Ardua, da veniam tenui venerare Camoenil : 
Tusque accipias, Tbebane Vates, 
Debita Thtica Lyne. 
Vobis, magna Trias ! clariffima Nomina, Temper 
Scrinia nofb*o patent, & Pedlora noflra patebunt, 
<^um mihi cunque levem concefleric otia ic horafll 
Divina Mofa pagina. 

II. 
Tlacau ad hancTriadem ponatur, at ipfa pudendal 
Deponat Veneres : venias, fed * purus &r infms 
Vt te collaudem, dMmfordes & mala lufira 
Ablutus, Fenufiniy canis ridefve. Reciias 
Hac lege accedant Satyne Juvenalis^ amari 
Terrores vitiomm. At longe caecus abeflet 
Perfius^ obfcnros Vates, nifi lamina circum- 
*fu{a forenty Sphingifque aenigmata. Sonde, fcidifles. 

• Herat. Lib. I. Sat. ^. 
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rande fonans Sentca fulmen, gradifque cothurni 

impa Sophoclei celfo ponantur eodem 

rdine, & ambabus iimal hos ampledlar in ulnin 

TntOy Poetae, tuto habitabitis 

Pidtos abacos : improba Tinea 

Obiit, ncQ audet faeva caftas 
Attingere Blata Camoenas. 
At tu renidens foeda Epigrammatum 
Farrago inertum, ftercoris impii 

Sentina fastens, Martialisy 

In Barathrum relegandos imam 
AufugCy & hinc tecum rapias C^if/ZvAv 
Jnfulsi inollem, naribus, auribus 
Ingrata caftis carmina, & improbi 

Sporcos Najonis Amores. 
III. 
obilis extreme gradiens Caledonis ab arS 
I Bmcbanamu adeft. Divini Pfaltis Imago 
ffiada falveto ; potens feu Numinis Iras 
Iminibus mifcere, facrovel lumine Mentis 
Fugare no^es, vel Cithane fono 

Sedare fludus Pedoris. 
Tu mihi haerebis comes ambiilanti^ 
Ttt Domi aftabis fodus Perennis, 
Sen levi Menfae fimul affidere 
. Dignabere, feu Lefficae. 
Moz recumbentis vigilans ad auxem 
Aureos fuadebis inire fomnos 
era fopitb fuperinferens ob- 

liTiacuof^ 

N4 St« 
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Stet juxta • CajSmtfus, haic ncc ptcius Ignem 
Katura indulfit nee Mafa armaTk Alumnom 

* Sarhinnum rudiore Lyra. 
Quanta Polonum levat aura Cygnum ! 
-|- Humana linquens (en fibi devii 
Monies receiunt) luxuriantdbus 

Spatiatur in aere pennis. 
^eu tu forte virum tollis ad aethera, 
Cognatofve Thrones ic patriam Poluna 

Vifunis confurgis ovans, 
"Vifum fatigas, acicmque falis, 
Dum tuum a longe ilupeo volatom 

O non imitabilis Ales. 

IV. 
^arhitni ad nomcn gelida inc^et 
Mufa, fimul totus fervefcer^ 
Sentio, ftellatas kvis induor 
Alas & toiler io altum. 
Jamjuga Z/^^/jradens pede 
Elato inter fidera vcrtice 
Longe defpedlo mortsdia. 
Qu^^ juv'at altifonis yolitare per actfaerapennfff 
£t ridere procul fallacia Gaudia sedi 

Tcrrelae Grandia inania, 
Quae mortale genus (heu male) deperit. 
O curas hominum xniferas ! Cano^ 
£t miferas nugas Diademata ! - 
Ventofaefortis Ludibrium. 

• ilf. Cafimirus, StrlMewiki PoeUi infignis PoIodm. 
f|- OdeV.Lib.a, 
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En mihi fubiidunt terrene a pedove Fwciei^' 
GefUt & efFrxnis divinum efifundere Caraita 
Mens afflata Deo ... .' l i 



-at vos Heroes & Arma 



£t procul efte Dii, ludicra Numina. 
Quid mihi cum veftrs pondere Lancca^ 
Tallas ! aut veftris, Dio^rffe, Tbyrfis ? 
£t Clava, & Angui«, k Leo, & Utreuks^ 
£t brutum tonitru fiditii Patris, 
Abftate a carmine noftro. 
V. 
Te, Deus Omnipotens ! te noilra fonabit JE S tf 
Mufa, nee aflueto caeleftes Barbicon ausu 
Tentabit numeros. Vafti fine limixe Nuiaen ^ 
Immenfum fme lege Peum munfiri fine lege fons^byntJ 

Sed Mufam magna foUicentem defiittdt vigor ; Divinoju^. 
hare ferftringitur oculorum acies. En lahafcit pennis, tre^ 
mitartubusy ndt deorfumfer. inane j^thefisj Jacef fvi^a,. 
ohfiupefcit^ filet. 

Ignofcasy Reverende Vir^ *vano conamni i frogmen hoc 
rude licet iff impolittim aqui honi £onfuhu, £^ gratitudinit: 
jam diu debit a in partem reponas. 

Votum^Jeu Vita in t err is beat a. 

Ad virum digniifimum 

yOHANNEM HARS'OPPKJM, Bart«". 

1702. 

'JRfOPP I eximio ftemmate nobilis 
Venaque Ingenii divite, fi roges 

N 5 ^^«S«« 
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Qaem mea Mnfa beat, 
nie mihi felix ter k amplius, 
£c fimiles fuperis annos agit 
Siui Jibifuffidens femfer odeftJUfL 

Hunc longe a curis mortalibus 

Inter agros, fylvafque filentes 
8c Ma£fque fuis tranqailla in pace fraentem 

Sol oreni videt& reciunbens. 
11. 
Non fuse Vulgi favor infolendi 
(Platifus infanitumidus popelli) 
Mentis ad facram penetrabit arcem^ 

Feriat licet ^thera clamor. 
Nee Gaza flammans divitis Lidia, 
Nee, Tage, veftrae fulgor Arennte 

Dttcent ab obfcura quiete 
Ad laquear radiantis Aulse. 

m. 

O fi daretur ftamina proprii 
Traftare fufi pollice proprio, 

Atque meum mihi fingere fatuin % 
Candidus vitas color innocentis 
Filanativo decoraret Albo 

Non Tyrid vitiau concha. 
Non aurum, non gemma nitens, nee" pHrpiffa tdac 
Intertexta forent invidiofa meae. 
Longe a Tri»mphb> & fonitu I'libse 
Longe remotos traniigerem dies: 
Abftate fafces (fplendida Vanitas) 
^ Et vo8 abftate, Coronae. 

IV. Prt 
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IV. 

Pro meo tt€to Cafa fit, falubres 
Captet Auroras, procul Urbis atr« 
DlAet a fumOy fugiatque longe 

Dura Phthiiis mala, dura Tuffia. 
Difplicet Byrfa Sc fremitu moleflo 
Turba Mercantum ; gratius alvear 
Demulcet aures murmure, gradui 
Pons faliends aquas, 

V. 
Litigiofa fori me terrent jurgia, lenet 
\d fylvas properans rixofas execror artOB 
Sminus in tuto a Linguis— — ' . 

Blandimenta artis fimul aequus odi> 
/^alete. Gives, & amoena fraudis 

Verba J proh Mores ! Jk inane facri' 
Nomen Amid ! 

* VI. 
Tuque quaenoftrisinimica Mufis 
FcUe facratum vitias amorem, 
Lbfis setemim, Divalibidihia 

EtPharetratePuerl 
Hinc, hinc, CupUo, longuis avola ? 
Nil mihi cum foedis, Puer, ignibus ; 
JEtherca fervent face peftora. 
Sacra mihi Fenus eft Urania, 
Et juvenis Jefaus Amor mihi 

VII. 
Ccelefte carmen (nec taceat lyra 
Jefea) laetis auribus infonet, 
Nec //^^//^wV e medullis 

Ulla 



256 LTRIC POEMS, BooklL 

Ulla dies rapiet vel hora* 
Sacri Libelliy DeUcke mcx, 
Etvos, Sodales, femper amabiles. 
Nunc fimul adfitls, none riciSm, 
£t fallite taedk vitse. 

TO 

Mrs. SINGER. 
(Now Mr. R if E.) 

On the Sight offome of her divme Poemsj never 
printtd. 

. Juhf 19. 1706 
X* 

ON the fair Banks of gentle ^hami 
I tun'd my Harp \ nor did celeilial Themes 
Refufe to dance upon my Strings : 
There beneath the Evening Sky 
I fung^my Cares afleep, and rais'd my Wilhes high 
To everlaiting Things. 
Sudden from AlhiQn\ Weftern Coafl 
Harmonious Notes come gliding by. 
The neighbouring Shepherds knew the Silver Sound ; 
'* 'Tis PHILOMELA'S Voice, the neigh'bring 
Shepherds cry; 
At once my Strings all filent He, 
At once my fainting Mufe was loft, 

Iii 
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In the fiipnior Sweetnds drowned. 
In vain I l^d my tuneful Pcnvers unite i 

My Soul ftC^Ai and left my 'tongue^ 
I was all Ear, and PH/IO JJf EL-rfsSong 

Wu all divine Delight 

ir. 

Now be my Harp for ever dumb. 
My Mufe attempt no more. Twas long ago 

I bid adieu to mortal Things, 

To Gr^r/a» Tales, and Wars of Rome^ 
'Twas long ago I broke all but th' immortal Strings i 
Now thofe immortal Strings have no Employ, 

Since a fair Angel dwells below. 
To tune the Notes of Heav'n, and propagate the Joy. 

Let all my Powers with Awe profound 
WhileP///IOM£Z^fings, 

Attend the Rapture of the Sound, 
And my Devotion rife on her Seraphic Wings. 

Hbe End of the Second Book. 




HO RJK 



HORM LURICM. 

BOOK III. 

Sacred to the Memory of the Dead. 

An E P I T A P H on 

King WILLIAM III. . 

bf Glorious Memory. 
Who died March tbt %tb^ ij%i. 

L 

BENEATH thcfc Honours of a Tomb, 
Greatness in humble Ruin lies : 
(How Earth confines in narrow R<^oi% 
What Heroes leave beneath the Skies !} 
II. 
. Prefcrve, O venerable Pile, 
Inviolate thy facred Truft 5 
To thy coJd Arms the B RITIS H Ifle^ 
^cepjDg, commits her riche&D\&. 
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III. 
Ye gentleft Minifters of Fate, 
Attend the Monarch as he lies. 
And bid the foftefl Slumbers wait 
With iilken Cords to bind his Eyes. . 

IV. 
Reft his dear Sword beneath his Head ; 
Round him his faithful Arms (hall iland : 
Fix his bright Ensigns on his Bed, 
The Guards and Honours of our Land. 

V. 
Ye Sifter- Arts of Paint and Verse, 
Place ALBION fainting by his Side, 
Her Groans arifing o'er the Hearfe, 
And BELGIA finking when he dyU 

VI. 
High o'er the Grave Religion fet 
In folemn Gold ; pronounce the Ground 
Sacred, to bar unhallowM Feet, 
And plant her Guardian Virtues round. 

VII. 
Fur Liberty in Sablesdreft, 
Write his lov'd Name upon his Urn, 
W I L L I A M, />&^ Scourge of tyrants f aft, 
AndAwi of Princes yet unborn. 

vni. 

jSweet Peace his facred Relicks keep 
With plives blooming round her Head, 
And ftretch her Wings acrofs the Deep 
To bleis the Nations with the Shade. * 



1&. %ua^ 
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IX. 

Stand on the Pile, Inunortal Fa he. 
Broad Stars adorn thy brighteft Robe, 
Thy thoufand Voices found his Name 
In Silver Accents round the Globe. 

X. 
Flattery fhall faint beneath the Sound, 
While hoary Truth infpiresthe Song ; 
Envy grow pale and bite the Ground, 
And Slander gnaw her forky Tongue^ 

XI. 
Night and the Grave remove your Gloom s 
Darknefs becomes the vulgar Dead ; 
But Glory bids the Royal Tomb 
Difdain the Horrors of a Shade. 

XII. 
Glory with all her Lamps ihall burn. 
And watch the Warrior's fleeping Clay, 
Till the laft Trumpet rouze his Urn 
To aid the Triumphs of the Day. 

On the fndden Death of 

Mrs. M A RT P E ACOC K. 

An Elegiac Songfent in a Letter of Condolana 
to Mr. N. P. Merchant at Amfterdam. 

I. 

HARK! ftie bids all her Friends adieu ; 
Some Angel calls her to the Spheres j 
Our Eyes the radiant Saint purfue . 
Thro' Lquid Telefcopea o£ Tcaw. 
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II. 

rcwcl, bright Soul, a fhort Farewel, 
il we (hall meet again above 
the fweet Groves where Pleafures dwell, 
id Trees of Life bear Fruits of Love. 

Ill, 
lere Glory fits on every Face, 
lere Friendlhip fmiles in every Eye, 
lere (hall our Tongues relate the Grace 
lat led us homeward to the Sky. 

IV. 
er all the Names of Christ our King 
all our harmonious Voices rove, 
jr Harps (hall found from every String 
le Wonders of his bleeding Love. 

v. 

>me, Sovereign Lord, dear Saviour, come, 
jmovcthefe feparating Days, 
nd thy bright Wheels to fetch as home i 
lat golden Hour, how long it iftays ! 

VI. 
DW long muft we lie lingring here, 
hile Saints around ds take their Flight ? 
liling, they quit this du(ky Sphere, 
id mount the Hills of heavenly Light. 

VII. 
/eetSoul, we leave thee to thy Reft, 

ijoy thyyESUSBMdthy God, 
ill we, from Bands of Gay releaft, 
»ring out and climb the fhining Road. 

VIII. 
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VIII. 
While the dearDnft Ihe leaves behind 
Sleeps in thy Bofom, facred Tolfib ! 
Soft be her Bed, her Slumbers kind. 
And all her Dreams of Joy to come. 

c3t> ^ c5fe t5& t5& «3?i t3t) di 
EPirAPHIUM Viri Venerabilh 

Dom. N. MATHER, 

Carmine Lapidario coftfcriptum. 

M.S. 

Reverendi admodam Viri 
NArHANAELIS MATHERl 

QJJ O D mori potuit hie fubtus depofitiun eft. 
Si quaerisy Hofpes, Quantus & Qualis fuit;, 
Fidus enarrabit Lapis. 

Nomen k Familia duxit 
Sandioribus iludiis Sc Hvangelio devota, 

Et per utramque AngUam celebri. 
Americanam fc. atque Europaam, 
Et bic quoque in fandi Minifterii Spem edudos 
Non fallacem : 
Et hunc utraque novit Anglia 
Dodlum & Docentem. 
'Sjrporc fui t proccro, Forma ijiVacid^'vcrcnda; 
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At fupra Corpus 8c Forxnam fablime eminuenint 
Indoles, Ingeniam, atq; Eradido: 
Supra hsecPietas, & (fi fas dicere) 

Supra Pietatem Modeltia, ^ 

Cxteras enim Dotes obumbravit. 
Quoties in Rebus Divinis peragendis 
Divinitus aiHatae mentis Specimina 

Pneftantiora edidit, 
Toties Hominem fednlus occuluit 
Ut folus conipiceretur Deus : 
Voluittotus latere, nee potuit ; 
Hen quantum tamen fui nos latet f 
Et majorem Laudis Partem fepulchrale Marmor 
Invito obruit iilentio* 
Gratiam 7^ SJ7CHR IS 7" / falutifcraa 
Quam abunde haufit ipfe, aliis propinavit^ 
Puram ab humana fiece. 
Ventads Evangelicae decus ingens^ 
£t ingens Propugnaculum. 
Condonator gravis Afpe^lu, Gefhi^ Voce ; 
Cui nee aderat Pompa Oratoria, 
Nee deerat ; 
Flofculos Rhetorices fupervacaneos fecit 
Rerum dicendarum Majeftas, & Dens prasfens, 
Hinc Arma Milidasfuae non infelicia^ 
Hinc todes fugatus Satattas, 
Et hincVidloriae 
Ab Inferorum Pords todes reportatae. 
Solers iUe ferreis Impiorum Animis infigere 

Ahum & Salutare Vuinus : 
Vulneratas idem tradtare leniter folers, 

Et 
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£t Medelam adhibere magis falutarem. 
Ex defaecato Cordis Fonte 
Divinis Eloquiis afFatim fcatebant Labia^ 

Etiam in familiari Contubernio : 
Spirabac ipfe undique Csleftes fnavstates. 
Quail Oleo Laetitis femper recens delibutus, 
Et femper fapra Socios j 
Gratumquc dileaiifimi My E S C/Odorcm 
Quaquaverfiits & late diffbdit. 
Dolores tolerans fupra Mem, 
^rumiueque heu quam affiduae f 
Invito Animo, Viftricc Paticntia 
Variad Cararam Moles pertulit 
Et in Stadio & in Meta Vits : 
Qaam ubi propinqaam vidit, 
Plerophoria fidei quafi Curru alato vefttti 

Proper^ & exultim attigit. 
Natnseft in Agro Lancaftrifnfi 20« Marfis, 16 30. 
Inter No*V' Anglos Theologiae Tirocinia fecit. 
Paftorali Muneiie dia Duhlinii in Hibemia funftus. 
Tandem (ut femper) Providentiam fecatus Duceia, 
Cestui fidelium apud Londinenfes praspofitas eft, 
Quos Doarina, Precibus, ic Vita beavit : 
Ah brevi f 
Corpore folutus 26" Juliiy 1697. ^tat. 67. 
EcclefiisMoerorem, Theologis Exemplar reliqnit 
Probis Piifque omnibus 
Infandum fui defiderium : 
Dum pulvis CH RISTO charus hie dulce, dormit 
Expedians Stellam matutinam* 

T# 



7o the Memory of tbeT>iLKi>. 2 (^^ 



To the Reverend 

Mr. JOHN SHOWER, 

On the Death of his Daughter 

Mrs. ANNE WARNER. 

Reverend and dear Sir ; 

HO W great foetver ^was fftf Senfe of jour Lofs, yet I 
did not think tnyfelf fit to offer any Lines of Com-' 
fort : your oivn Meditations can furnijh you --with many a 
delightful 7ruth in the midft of fo bea'vy a Sorrow ; for the 
Co<venant of Grace has Brightnefs enough in it to gild the 
moft gloomy Providence i and to that fiveet Ccvenant your 
Soul is no Stranger, My onjun Thoughts ivere much impreft 
*with the Ty dings of your Daughter"* s Death, i and tho* / 
made many a Reflexion on the Vanity of Mankind in its heft 
Efiate, yet 1 muft acknowledge that mf Temper leads me moft 
to the f leaf ant Scenes of Heaven, and that future World of 
Blejjednefs. When I recoiled the Memory of my Friends that 
are dead, J frequently rove into the World of Spirits, and 
fcarch the?n out there : Thus I endeavoured to trace Mrs^ 
V/arner ; and thefe Thoughts croudingfaft ufon me, I fii 
the;:i doivnfor my ov:n Entertainment, The Vcrfe breaks off 
abruptly, becaufe I had no Defign to virite /i finijVd Elegy ; 
and bejides,, vchen Tivas fallen upon the dnrk Side of Deaths 
I had no mind to /arry there. If the Lines I have vrritieii 
hefo happy as to entertain you a little, and divert your Griefs 
theTimefpent in compofing them Jhall not he reckoned among 
my left Hours, and the Revievu vjill he more pleafing to^ 

SIR, 
Decemb. 22, Your affc^^vo^^t^Vs^^V^V^^^^^vi^^^ 
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j4n Elegiac Thought on Mrs. Anne Warner, 

who died of the Small-Pox j Decemb. 1 8, 

1707. at one of the Clock in the Morning \ 

a few Days after the Birth and Death of her 

firfl Child. 

AW A K E, my Mufe, range the wide World of Souls, 
And feek FERNERA fled ; With upward Aim 
Dire£l thy Wing 5 for fhe was born from Heaven> 
Fulfiird her Vifit, and returned on high. 

The Midnight Watch of Angels thatpatrole 
The Britijh Sky, have notic'd her Afcent 
Near the Meridian Star ; purfue the Track 
To the bright Confines of immortal Day 
And Paradife her Home. Say, my Urama, 
(For nothing fcapes thy Search, nor can'A thou mift 
So fair a Spirit} fay, beneath what Shade 
Of Amaranty or chearful Ever-green 
She fits, recounting to her Kindred-Minds 
Angelic or Humane, her mortal Toil 
And Travels thro' this howling Wildernefs : 
By what divine ProtefUons (he efcap'd 
Thofc deadly Snaics when Youth and Satan leagu'd 
In Combination to aflail her Virtue ; 
(Snares fet to murder Souls) but Heav'n fecur'd 
Th© Favourite Nymph, and taught her Vi6lory. 



Cii 
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Or does fhefeek, or has flie found her Babe 
Amongft the Infant-Nation of the Bleft, 
And clafp'd it to her Soul, to fatiate there 
The young Maternal Paffion, and abfolve 
The unfulfiU'd Embrace ? Thrice happy Child ? 
That faw the Light, and turn'd its Eyes afide 
From our dim Regions to th' Eternal Sun, 
And led the Parent's Way to Glory [ There 
Thou art for ever hers, with Powers enlarged 
For Love reciprocal and fweet Converfe. 

Behold her Anceftors (a pious Race) 
Rang'd in fair Order, at her Sight rejoice 
And fing her Welcome. She along their Seats 
Gliding falutes them all with Honours due 
Such as are paid in Heaven : And laft ihe finds 
A Manilen fafhion'd of diilinguifh'd Light, 
But vacant : This (with fure Prefage (he cries) 
Anuaits my Father ; ^wben nuill he arr'we ? 
Hvw longy alasy hvw long ! (Then calls her Mate) 
Z)/V, thou dear Partner of wy mortal cares y 
Die, and partake my Blifsi wuearefore^ver One. 

Ah me \ where roves my Fancy F What kind Dreams 
Croud with fweet Violence on my waking Mind ! ' 
Perhaps Illufions all \ Inform me, Mufe, 
Chufes fhe rather to retire apart 
To recoiled her dilTipated Powers, 
And call her Thoughts her own : fo lately freed - 
From Earth's vain Scenes, gay Vifits, Gratulations, 
From Hjmen\ hurrying and tumultuous Joys, 
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And Fears and Pangs, fierce Pangs that wrought h( 

Death. 
Tell me on what fublimer Theme (he dwells 
In Contemplation, with unerring Clue 
Infinite Truth purfuing. (When, my Soul, 

when (hall thy Releafc from cumb'rous Flefh 
pafs the Great Seal of Heaven ? What happy Hour 
Shall give thy Thoughts a Loofe to foar and trace 
The Intelledual World ? Divine Delight ! 

F£ RNER A'slov'dEmjfloy f) Perhaps (he fmgs 
To fome new golden Harp th' Almighty Deeds, 
The Names, the Honours of her Saviour- God, 
HisCrofs, his Grave, his Vidory, and his Crown: 
Oh could I imitate th' exalted Notes, 
And mortal Ears could bear them I 

Or lies (he now before th' Eternal Throne 
Proftrate in humble Form, with deep Devotion 
Overwhelmed, and Self- Abafement at the Sight 
Of the uncovered Godhead Face to Face ? 
Seraphic Crowns pay homage at his Feet, 
And Hers amongft them, not of dimmer Oar, 
Nor fet with meaner Gems : But vain Amb/tion, 
And Emulation vain, and fond Conceit, 
And Pride for ever banifhM flies the Place, 
Curft Pride, the Drefs of Hell. Tell me, Urania, 
How her Joys heighten, and her golden Hours 
Circle in Love. O (lamp upon my Soul 
Some blifsful Image of the fair Deceased 
To call my Pafiions and my Eyes afide 
From the dear breathlefs Clay, diftrefling Sight f 

1 look and mourn and gaze with greedy View 
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►f melancholy Fondnefs : Tears bedewing 

'hat Form folatedefir'd, fo latebelov'd, 

fow loathfome and unlovely. Bafe Difeafe, 

'hat leagu'd with Nature's fharpeft Pains, and fpoil'd 

o fweeta Strudure ! The impoifoning Taint 

^'erfpreads the Building wrought with Skill divine. 

Old ruins the rich Temple to the Dud ! 

Wasthiis the Countenance, where the World admir'd 
*eatures of Wit and Virtue ? This the Face 
Vhere Love triumph'd ? and Beauty on thefe Cheeks, 
ks on a Throne, beneath her radiant Eyes 
Vas feated to Advantage j niild, ferene, 
teflcaing rofy Light ? So fits the Sun 
Fair Eye of Heaven !) upon aCrimfon Cloud 
•^earthe Horizon, and with gentle; Ray 
bmiles lovely round the Sky, till rifing Fogs, 
^)^tdWding Night, witli foul and heavy Wing 
evolve the golden Star, and fink him down 
Dppreft with Darknefs. 



^n $be Death of an A^ed and Honoured Rela- 
tive^ Mrs. M.W. July 13, 1693. 



tKnow the Kindred Mind. Tis fhe, 'tis fhe ; 
Among the heav'nly Forms I fed 
Khe Kindred-Mind from fleihly Bondage free ; 
fb how/ unlike the Thing was lately feen 

Groaning and panting on the Bed, 
?_ With ghaftiv Air, and languifh'd Head, 
£• Life on this Side, there the Dead, 
while the delaying Flefli lay ftiivetiti£\i€XN«tts^\ 

O "^^ 
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Long did the earthy Houfereftrain 
In toilfome Slavery that Ethereal Goeft i 

Fdfon'tl her rouiid in Walls of Pain, 
And twifted Cramps and Aches with her Chain; 
1111 by the Weight of numerous Days oppicft 

The earthly Houfe began to reel, 
The Pillars trembled, and the Building fell s 
The Captive Soul became her own again : 
Tir'd with the Sorrows and theCares, 

And tediousTrain of fburfcore Years, 

The Prisoner fimTd to be releaft. 
She felt her Fetters^oofe, and mounted to her Rtt. 

ra. 

Gaze on, tey Soul, and let a pcrfeft View 

Paint her Idea all anew ; 
Rafeout tfaofe melattchbly Shapes of Woe 
That hang around thy'Memory, andbedoud it fo. 
C6me Fanct, come, with Iftnces refined. 

With youthful Green, and fpotlefi White ; 
Deep be the Tindbve^ and the Colours bri^t 
T* cxprefs the Beauties of a naked Mind. 

Provide no Glooms to form a Shade ; 
AH things above of vary'd Light are made. 
Nor can the heavenly Piece require « mortal Aid, 

But if the Features too divine 

Seyond the Powerof Fancy (tintp 

CKWxal th' inimitable Strokes behind tgraceMShiiai. 
IV. 

Defcribethe Saint from Head to F)mC, 
Make all the Lines in jnft Froportiofimeili 
ButletherPoftniebe 

fSUins a Chik qE U^ Degm i 
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Dbferve how near it ftands to the Almighty Sfeat 

Paint the new Graces of her Eyes ; 
Prefh in her Looks let fprightly Yoath arifc» 
And Joys unknown bdow die Skies. 
Virtue that Uves concealed below^ 

And to the Brcaft confin'id, 
Sits here triumphant on the ^row. 
And breaks with radiant Glories throiqi^ 

The Features of the Mind. 
Exprefs her Paffion ftill the'famc^ 

But more divinely fwM I 
Love has an everlafling #lam^ 

And makes the Wdrk complete* ^ 

v: 

The Fainter-Mufe with glancing Eye 

Obferv*d a Manly Spirit nigh *, 
That Death had long disjoint : 

*< In the fair Tablet they fliall ftand 

'* United by a happier.Band : 
She faid, and fix'dher Si^ht, and drew the manly Mind*. 
Itecountthe Years, my S^g» (a moQmfal Round \y 

Since he was feen on Earth no more : 

He fought in lower Seas and drown*d ; 

But Vi&ory and Peace he found 
On the fuperior Skore 
^Theienow his tuneful Breath in facred Songs 
^Xinploys the Eunpeak and the £^Mr Tongues. 

• My Onodiatber Mr. ^tb$mas fTattt, bad foch aeqoaintafice wtfh 
.%lie Mathemaciclu, PaiotiiiSy Mufick, aod Poefj^ ice» as five him 
4Ksoo6denUe Efteem afflODg hisContenpontia, He was CMnmndtr 
^ aiSfaipof War 155(9 nd hy Uowing up cf the Ship ia ^Duttb 
^ar he watdfown*d in his Youth. 



6, O 2 \*ft^ 

I. ' 
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Lettk' swful Tnmcheon and the Plate, 
The Pencil and the well-known Lute, 
Powerful Nambers, charming Wit 
And every Art and Science meet. 
And bring their Laoiels to his Hand, or lay them at his 
Fecc 

Tis done. What Beams of Glory fall 

(Rich Vamiih of immortal Art) 

To gild the bright Original / 
*Tis done. The Mufe has now performed her Part. 
Bring down the Piece> Urania^ from above. 

And let my Honour and my Love 
Dreis it with Chains of Gold to hang upon my Hear^ 

'^ X ^ X '^ X '^ t ^ X » t » t » t » t » ! » ! *» ! ^ 1 ■» ! 4* 

A 

F y N E R A L P O E M 

On the D E A T H of 
THOMAS GUNSTON, Efq^ 

Prefentpd to the 

Right Honourable the Lidy A B N E T^ 

Lady-Mayoress of London. I 

J^ij 1701 .1 

Madam, 

A D 1 hitn a cwmw M»umer at tin Funeral ^ nA 



H ..1^. -c«*>- - 

f^/r jfgsre of Art in tht ^Qllvwing C«fiitoh^«^« ^* 



ifear Gentleman diuajti^ 1 fbould ^»ue 
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^Jbe DifeS of Nature^ and tif feign a. Sorrow ; hut the vncom- 
9ton Condejcenfion of his Triendjbip to me, the imuardEf* 
Item lf€Pf his Memory, and the <uajl and tender Senfe I ha*ue . 
7f ihe Lofs, make all the Methods ^of Art needlefs, lohilft na* 
tuftd Grief fuppUes more than alL 

I had re/ol<ved indeed to lament inSighs and Silence, and 
frequently checlCd the too forward ^Mufe : tut the Imfortu* 
nity 'vjas not to he refifted ; long Lines of Sorrow flowed in 
lupon me e'er I was aware, woUlft I took many afolitary Walk 
tn the Garden adjoining to his Seat at Newington ; nor could 
I free myfelf frgm the Crowd of melancholy Ideas, Your 
Ladyjhip will find throughout the Poem^ that the fair and 
unfinift> d Bulling ^which he had juji raised for himfelf ga*ve 
4iltnoft all the ^ urns of Moumwg to my Thoughts ; for I pur- 
Jue no other Topics of Elegy than ivhat my Pajjion and nv^ 
Senfes led me to. 

The Poem ro^es, as my Eyes and Grief did, from one Pcrrt 
of the Fahrick to the other : It rifesfrom the Foundat%on,fa" 
iutes the Walh, the Doors, and tie Windows, drops a Tear 
upon the Roof and climbs the Turret, that pleafant Retreat, 
nxjhere Ipromis^dmyfelf many Jweet Hours of his Con*ver* 
fation ; there my Song ixanders amorgfl the delightful Suh- 
je8s di^vine and moral, ivhich ufed to entertain our hafpy 
Lei fur e ; and thence defends to the Fields and thefiady 
Walks, where I Jo often enjoyed his pleafing Difcourfe ; my 
Sorrows dijfufe themfehes there without a Limit : 1 had 
quite forgotten all Scheme and Method of Writings till I cor- 
. reBmyfelf, and rife to the Turret again to lament that defo- 
late Seat. Now if the Critics laugh at the Folly of the 
Mufefor taking too much Notice of the Golden Ball, let them 
confider that the meaneft thing that belong d tofo valuable a 
Perfon fill gave fome frejh and doleful RefleBions : And I 
tranfcrihe Nature txithout Rule, and reprefent Friendjhip in 
a mourning Drefs, abandoned to deepefi Sorrow, and with 
a Negligence becoming Woe. unfeigned, 

O 3 Held 
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Hsd liijip^i a, cmptua Ebgy^ Madttit, 9Hy6ur im^ 
Brother^ imd httmded itfirfmbRck Wiew, t JbtMUiM 
filkwedtbiufiuU F§rm tf Ppehy^ fo far m mik^mn 
fiiitdfoMi Pages in the Cbaraaer and Praifis §f tbi De- 
€iafed^ and ttence hoFve tahn Ocea/m H callManimdH 
€§mpiain aloud of tbi unwirjal and nnJ^akaUi Loft : But 
Jmorote morefyfor wrffolf a$ a Friind of tbi DaU^ mdtt 
iofi myfiUl Soij by bnatbin^ out my own ComfUdnis ; / \ 
inrw bis CbaraSir and Virtmsfo nmlly tbat then *wasm 
Miidtomention 'om'wbile I talked onfy tvitb my Jk^\ far As 
Imagi of tbemjwas ifUir fro/ha with nu, wbicb Mt tk 
Pain at tbe Hoart inUnfi and liwly, and w^7iarsjmmi 
nsfitb nn Verfs. 

Per baps your Lady/bif njoill expta fimo Dkmn Tbmgkt 
mud Sacnd Miditationst mingUdwitb a$nljiajbfikm st 
tbis is : Hadlfmnda Dejip of offirtng it H ymr Bmk, 
I had composed a more UniJIian Pami bni ^twasQrid 
pnrelynattialfor a Diatb fo/nrprining thgidrtw aOm 
Strohs ofit^ and tberifoTi my Refusions aricl^Jlytfm ward 
Strain. Such as it is, your Ladg/hiprifpdns aCify ^it; 
lut let it not toucbyonr Soul too tenderly, wtr mmvymiriw^ 
Mournings. Reaivi it. Madam, as an Ofering if lam 
and Tears at tbe Tomb of a departed Friend, and lit it Mt 
^itbyou as a Witnefs of tbat affeaionati ^^/^ ondHmem 
tbat Iboribim; allwbicb, as your Lady^p^s moM ri^fii 
Due, both by Merit and by Succeffion, isnow hmMy ^fM^ 

Madam^ 

Tonrladyfinfs mo/lHiorfy 

andObidimrt Servmtt, 



I 



Tf 
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To the dear Memoiy^of my honoured Frisvp^ 

THOMAS G U N S T O N.ECqi 

f^bo died Nov. ii, 1700, wben be bad jujl 
finiflyd bis Seat at Newington. 

OF blafted Hopes, and of fhort withering Joys, 
Sing, heavenly Mufe. Try thine Ediereal Voki 
In Funeral NomberB and a dolefiil Song $ 
GUNSTONxHit Juf^ the Generous, and die Yoanj^ 
GVNSTON the Fri^ u dead. O empty Name 
Of earthly Blifs ! 'tit all an airy Dream, 
All a vain Thought I Our ibaring Pandas rife 
On treacherous Wings! and H<^pes that touch AeSkka 
0rag but a longer Rmn thro' the downward Air, 
And plunge tbe falling Joy ftiU deeper in Defpiar. 

How did our Souls ftand flattered and prepared 
To ihout him welcome to the Seat he reared I 
There the dear Man ihould fee his Hopes complete. 
Smiling, and tafting ev*ry lawful Sweet 
That Peace and Plenty brings, while Bumeroni Yc|IR 
Circling de^tfttl play'd around the Spheres : 
Revolving Suns ihould (till renew his Strengdi, 
And draw th* uncommon Thread to an unufud Leng^ 
But hafty Fate thrufts her dread Siears between, 
Cutt the yott9g Lift off, and fliitts ap tlic Sfitne* 

O i^ '^S^ 



1 
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Thus airy Pleasure dances inoar Eyes, 

A]^|^<k(j^^ages In fair Difguife, 

r~4llare our oovlsy tu^j^A within oar Arms 

The Vifion dies, and all the painted Charms 

Flee quick away from the p^. Tu^g Sighi, 

Till they are loflin Shades, and mingle with the Night. 

Mufe, ftretch thy Wings, and thy fad Journey bend 
To the fair Fa b r i c k that thy dying Friend 
Built namelefs : *twill faggeft a Thoufand Things 
Mournful and foft as my Urania fings, 

ilow did he lay the deep Fcundatiqns ftrong. 
Marking the Bounds, and rear the IValh along 
Solid and lading ; there a numerous Train 
Of happy GUNSTONS might in Pleafurc feign. 
While Nations perifli, and long Ages run. 
Nations unborn, and Ages unbegun : 
Not Time itfelf (hould wade the bled Edate, 
Nor the tenth Race rebuild the ancient Seat. 
How fond our Fancies are f the Founder dies 
Childlefs ; his Sidcrs weep and clofe his Eyes, 
And wait upon his Hearfe with never-eeafing Cries, 
Lofty and flow it moves to meet the Tomb, 
While weighty Sorrow nods on everyPlumc j 
A thoufand Groans his dear Remains convey, ^ 

To his cold Lodging in a Bed of Clay, V 

His Country's facred Tears well-watering all the way. 3 
See the dull Wheels roll on the fable Road; 
Bat no dear Son to tread the mournful Load, 
And fondly kind drop his young Sorrows there. 
The Father's Urn bedewing with a filial Tear. 

Q 
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O had he left us One behind, to play 
V^anton about the painted HalJ^ and fay, ^ 
^i?is *was my Father's, with impatient Joy 
In my fond Arms. Pd clafp the fmiling Boy, 
^nd call him my Young Friend : but awful Fate, 
]Defign*d the mighty Stroke as lafting as 'twas great. 

And muftthis Building then, this coftly Frame 
Stand here for Strangers ? muft fome unknown Name, 
PofTefs thefe Rooms, the Labours of my Friend ? 
Why were thefe Walls rais'd for this haplcfs End ? 
Why thefe Apartments all adorn'd fo gay ? 
Why hia rich Fancy laviQx'd thus away ? 
Mufe, view the Paintings, how the hovering Light 
Plays o'er the Colours in a wanton Flight, 
And mingled Shades wrought in by foft Degrees, 
Give a fwcct Foil to all the charming Piece ; 
But Night, eternal Night, hangs black around 
The difmal Chambers of the hollow Ground, 
And folld Shades unmingled round his Bed 
Stand hideous : Earthy Fogs embrace his Head, 
•And npifome Vapours glide along his Face 
Rifing perpetual. Mufe, forfake the Place, 
Flee the raw Damps of the unwholefome Clay, 
Look to his airy fpacious Hall, and fay, 
*^ How has he chang'd it for alonefome Cave, 
•* Confined and crowded in a narrow Grave f 

Th' unhappy Houfe, looks defolate and mourns. 
And every Door groans doleful as it turns j 
The Pillars languifh ; and each lofty Wall 
Stately in Grief, laments the Matter's Fall. 

O s X^ 
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In Drops of briny Dew; ditFabrickbim 

HufidntRefemblaace, andsenewinjTcan. 

Solid and fqoare it lib finm bekmr: 

A noUe Air widwot a gandf Show 

lieigns tkro'tbe Medd, aid adorns dw Wlid^ 

Manfyaadfdain. Sock wis tha Bailder*s Sonl. 

Ohowl knw to view die ftafdjr Frame, 
That dew Memorial of the beft-lov*d Name ! 
Then could I widi fcr Ibme prodigious Cava 
VaftaskbSei^ and filent as his Grave, 
Where the tall Shades ftretdi to die hideous Roof* 
Forbid the Day, and guard the Sun-beams oiF ; 
Thither,, my willing Feet, Ihould ye be drawn I 

At the grey TwiH^U; and the early Dawn, 
There fweetly fad Ihould my foft Kfinutes roll, 
Kumbring the Sonrows pf my drbofdng SouL 
But thefe axe airy Thoughts 1 fubftantial Grief 
Grows by diofe ObjeOs that ihould yield Relief^ 
Fond of my Woes I heave my Byes around. 
My Grief from every Frofpeft courts a Wound ; 
Views the green Gardens, views the iiniling Skies, 
Still my Heart finks, and ftill my Cares arife ; 
My wandering Feet round the fair Manfion rove^ 
And there to footh my Sorrows I indulge my Lovfil 

Oft have I liud d&e awful Cahsn by. 
And the fweet Cowley ^ with impatient Eyie 
TofeediofeWalb, pay the fad Vifit there. 
And drop the Tribute of an hourly Tear : 
jStill I behold ibme mdanchdy Scene, 
With many apenfiveThoogh^ andmany a Sighbetwees^ 



fo the Memory of fbet>zAV. Vff 

Two Days Bg© wis took Ac EveriftgAhr, ^ 

i; andihy Gffirf, and 11^ l^iwiVithtte, 

Sa/y my Urama, howtlie Wefterii ^ua 

Broke from blade Clouds, and in fall Gkftf Oam 

Gilding the Roof, tben droptinto the 8ea» 

And fttdden Nigkt devoured the fweet Remains of Day ^ 

Thus the bright Yoath ji^^rear^d his ihiftiftg Head 

From obfcure Shades of life, and funk among the Dead* 

The rifiiig Son adom*d with ill his Uj^ 

Smiles on thefe WaHs again : but ehdleHs Night 

Reigns nncontroul'd where the dear (SUNSTON Uc^ I 

He'sfet for ever, and mnft never rifh. ^ 

Then why thefe Beams, nnfeaibnable Sta^r, il 

Thefe lightfome Stailes defcending froni iAr^, ^ 

To greet a moummg Hoofe ? Invdnthe Day 

Breaks thro' the IFindaws widi a joyfiil Ray, 

And marks a ihining Padi along the Floora 

Bounding the Evening and the Morning Houn ; 

In vain it bounds *em : while vafi Emptinefs %^ 

And hollow Silence r^nsthro* all the1'lace> r 

Nor heeds the chearfU Changes 6F Nature's Face. » ' 

Yet Nature's Wheels will on without Centroul, J 

TheSunwillrife, the tuneful Spheres will roll, S^ 

And the twonighdy^^z^r/ walk round and Watch tiiePoleJ^ 

Set while I fpeak, highon her fable Whed 
Old Night adirancmg cHmbs the Ea&cm Hill : 
Troops of dark Clbudsprepaie'hcr Way ;. behold^ 
How their browaPinions edgfd with Evening Gold 
^read ihadowii^ a'er die Houfe, and ^ide away^ 
Sowly futfikiq; Ihe dccliniag Day s; 

0%t 
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O'er the broad R9tf they fly their Circuit ftill. 

Thus Days before tj^y did, and Days to cqmcthey wUl j 

But the black Cloud ^at ihadows o'er his Eyes 

Hangs there unmoveabie, and never flies: 

Fain would I lid the envious Gloom begone ; 

Ahfruitlefs Wifli! how are his Curtains drawn 

For a long Evening that defpairs the Dawn ! 

Mufe, view the Turret : jufl: beneath the Skies. 
Lonefome it flands, and ^es my fad £yes» 
As it would a(k a Tear. O facred Seat 
Sacred to Friendfhip ! O divine Retreat ! 
Here did I hope my happy Hours t' employ. 
And fed before-hand on the promised Joy, 
When weary of the noify Town, my Friend 
From mortal Cares retiring, ihould afcend 
And lead me thither. We alone wou'd fit 
Free and fecure of all intruding Feet : 
Qur Thoughts fhould flretch their longefl Wings, and rife 
Kor bound their Soarings by the lower Skies : 
(^r Tongues fliould aim at everlafling Themes, 
And fpeak what Mortals dare, of all the Names 
Of boundlefs Joys and Glories, Tarones and Seats 
Built high in Heaven for Souls : We*d trace the Streets 
Of golden Pavement, walk each blifsful Field, 
And climb and tafte the Fruits the fpicy Moontains yid^ : 
Then would we fwear to keep the facred Road, ' : 
And walk right upwards to that bleft Abode ; 
We'd charge our parting Spirits thereto meet, 
Tliere Hand in Hand approach th' Almighty Scat, 
And bend our Heads adoring at our Maker's Feet. 
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lf^i,% (hould ;W€^ mount oa bol4 adventVpusi Wings 
la high Difcoivrie^. ,apd dwell on heavenly Things, 
Hfhile the pleasM Hows in fweet S'ucc^flion mov?. 
And Minutes meafur^d, as they are above. 
By ever-circling Joys, and ever fhining Love. 

Anon our Thoughts ihpuld lower the;ir lofty Flighty 
Sink by degrees, and take a pleafii^ Sight, 
A large round Profpe^ of the fpreading Plain, 
The wealthy River, rand his winding Train, 
The fmoaky City, and the bufy Men. 
How we fhould fmile to fee degexi^rate Worms 
Lavifh their Lives, and fight for. airy Forips 
Of painted Honour, Dreams of ;en^pty.Spqnd 
TiH Envy rife, and (hoot a fecret Wouhd 
At fweUing Glory, ftrait the Bubble breaks. 
And the Scenes vapiih, as the Man awakes; 
Then the tall Titles infolent and proud 
Sink to the Duft, and mingle with the Crowd. 

Man is a-reftlefs Thing; ftiU vain and wild^ 
Lives beyond fixty, nor outgrows the Child : 
His hurrying Lufts dill break the facred Bound 
To feek new Pleafures on forbidden Ground, 
And buy them all too dear. Unthinking Fool, - 
For a fhort dying Joy to fell a deathlefs Soul f. 
'Ti» but a Grain of Sweetnefs they can fow. 
And reap^^ long fad Harveft of eternal Woe. - » ' 

Another Tribe toil in a different Strife, 
And banifh all the lawful Sweets of Life> 
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To fweat and dig for Gold, to hoard the Oar, 
Hide the dear Diift, yet daricer dian before. 
And never dare to nfe aGrainof all the Store. 
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Happy the Man that knows the Value joft 
Of Earthly Things, nor is enflav*d to Doft. 
Tis a rich Gift die Skies but rarely fend 
To Fav'rite Souk. Then happy thoo, my FrieBiff, 
For thou hadft learnt to manage and command 
The Wealth that Heaven beftowM with liberal JEted r 
Hence this fair Strndnre rofe ; and hence this'Seat 
Made to invite my not unwiHmg Feet : 
In vain 'twas made ! for we ihall never meet. 
And finile, and k>ve, and bleis eadi other hfoe. 
The envious Tomb forbids thy Face t'appev. 
Detains thee, GUNSTON, trom my Icmging Syes, 
And all my Hopes lie buy*d, where my &/NSTON Ikk, 

Come hither, all ye tendereft Sonis, that kMW 
The Heights of Fohdnefs, and the Depths of Woe, 
Young Mothers^ who your darling 9abes have fo^aA. 
Untimely murdered with aghaflly Wonnd i .. 
Ye frighted Nymj^, who on the Bridal Bed; . ' 
Clafp'd in your Arms your Lovers cold W^ 4mi^ . . . 
Come ; in the Pomp of all your wild DeQuur,. 
With flowing Eye-lid^, And difordfr'd Hftf^ 
Death in your Looks ; come, mingle .>GriAf'f9i|biii|f^ 
And drown your little Stmams in tay i»nbouiMlciL.S«lk 

Yea facred Mourners of a nc^r Moul^ 
Born for a Friend, whofe dear Embraces hold- 
Beyond all Nature's Ties ; you that have knowft 
Two happy Souk made intimately Qtte> 
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And fdt a parting Stroke : Tis yoa moft tcU 
The Smart, the Twinges, and die Racks I fed : 
This Soul of mine that dreadful Wound has bome^ 
Off from its Side its deareft Half is torn. 
The ftil lies blc^eding, and but lives to moom. 
Oh infinite Diftrefs f fudi ra^ng Grief 
Should command Pity, and defpair Relief. 
Paffion, methinks, ihould rife from all my GroanSj 
Give Senfe to Rocks, and Sympadiy to Stones: 

Ye dttiky Woadt and echoing jHi/& around* 
Repeat my Cries with a perpetual Sound : 
Be all ye flow*ry FaUs with Thorns o'ergrown, 
Affift my Sorrows, and dedare your own ; 
Alas! Your Loid is dead. The humble Plais 
Muft ne^er recdve his courteous Feet again : 
Mourn ye gay imiling Meadows, and be feen 
In wintry Robes, inftead of youthful Green ; 
And bid the Brook, that flill runs warbling by. 
Move filent on, and weep his ufelefs Channel diyj 
Hither methinks the lowing Herd fhould come» 
And mpaning Turdes murmur o^er his Tomb : 
The ddk ihall wither, and the curling Vine 
Weep his young Life out, while his Arms untwine 
Their amorous Fdds, and mix his bleeding Soul with 

mine« 
Ye ftately Elms, in your long Order mourn *, 
Strip off your Pride to drefs your Matter's Urn : 
Here gendy drop your Leaves, inftead of Tears : 
Ye Elms, die reverend Growth of andent Years *, 

• 7ber0 wat a bug row of tall Elm ikt^Jhw^ng folmojmeyetn 
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Stand tall and naked to the blutering Rage * 

Of the mad Winds ; thus it becomes your Age 
To (hew your Sorrows. Often ye have fcen ' 
Our Heads reclin'd upon the rifmg Green ; 
Beneath your (acred Shade diffused we lay. 
Here Friendship reign'd with an unbounded Sway : 
Hiiher our Souls their conftant OflPrings brought, 
The Burthens of the Breaft, and Labours of the TlioagBt^ 
Our opening Bofoms on the confcious Ground 
Spread all the Sorrows and the Joys we found. 
And mingled every Care ; nor Was it known 
Which of the Pains and Pleafures were our ownf 
Then with an equal Hand and honeft Soul y 

We (hare the Heap, yet both pofTefs the Whole, t 

And all the Faffions there thro' both our Bofoms roll, j 
By turns we comfort, and by turns complain, 
And bear and eafp by turns the Sympathy of Pain. 

Friendship! my fterious Thing, what Magic Pow'rr 
Support thy Sway, and charm thefe Minds of ours ?' 
Bound to thy Foot we boaft our Birth-right i^ilt. 
And dream of Freedom, when we've loft our WiBj 
And changed away our Souls : At thy Command 
We fnatch new Miferies from a foreign Hand, 
To call them ours ; and thoughtlefs of our Eafe, 
Plague the dear Self that we were bom to plea(e. 
T^ou Tyrannefs of Minds, whofe cruel Throne 
Heaps on poor Mortals Sorrows not thdr own;, 
As though our Mother Nature could no more 
Find Woes fufficient for each Son Ihe bore, 
Friendihip divides the Shares, and lengthens out the 
Store, ...... 
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Yet are we fond of thine imperious Reign, 
Proud of thy Slavery, wanton in our Pain, 
And chide the courteous Hand when Death diiToIves 
the Chain. 

Virtue, forgive the Thought ! the raving Mufe 
Wild and defpairing knows not what Ihe does. 
Grows mad in Grief, and in her favage Hours 
Affronts the Name fhe loves and fhe adores. 
She is thy Vot'rels too j and at thy Shrine, 
O facred Friendship, ofFefd Songs Divine, 
While GUNS TON livM, and both our Souls were 

thine. 
Here to thefe Shades at folemn Hours we came^ 
To pay Devotion with a mutual Flame, 
Partners in Blifs. Sweet Luxury of the Mind ! 
And fweetthe Aids of Senfe ! Each ruder Wind 
Slept in its Caverns, while an Evening- Breeze 
Fann'd the Leaves gently, fporting thro' the Trees ; 
The Linnet and the Lark their Vefpers fung. 
And Clouds of Crimfon o'er th' Horizon hung ; 
The flow-declining Sun with floping Wheels 
Sunk down the golden Day behind the Wefcern Hill3« 

Moam ye young Gardens^ ye unfinifh'd Gates, 
Ye green Inclofures, and ye growing Sweets 
Lament, for ye our Midnight Hours have known. 
And wateh'd us walking by the filent Moon 
In Conference divine, while heavenly Fire 
Kindling our Breads did all our Thoughts infpire 
With Joys almoft immortal ; then our Zeal 
Blaz'd and burnt high to reach th' Ethereal Hill, 
And Love refin'd, like that above the Poles, 
Threw both our Arms round one another's Souls 
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In Rapture and Bmbraoes. Oh fbrbear, Vfi 

Forbear, my Song ! this is too much to hear, Dc 

Too dreadful to repeat; fuch Joys as thefe 
Fled from the Earth for ever !— — 

JHi 

Oh for a general Grief! let all things fliare I ji 

Our Woes, that knew our Loves : The neighbouring Mr F: 
Let it be laden with immortal Sighs, T 

And tell the Gales, that every Breath that flies Ii 

Over thefe Ftd^ fhould murmur and complain^ S: 

And kifs the fading Gra(s, and propagate the Pain. S 

Weep all ye BmUings, and the Groves around / 

For ever weep : this is rfti endleft Wound, C 

Vaft and incurable. Ye Buil^ngs knew 
His Silver Tongue, ye Groves have heard it too : 
At that dear Sound no more fhall ye rejoice, 
And I no more muft hear the charming Voice : 
Woe to my drooping Soul ! that heavenly Breath 
That could fpeak Life lies now congealed in Deaths^ 
While on his folded Lips all cold and pale 
Eternal Chains and heavy Silence dwell. 

Yet my fond Hope would hear him fpeak again. 
Once more at leaft, one gentle Word, and then 
GUNSTON aloud I call : In vain I ay 
G UNS TON aloud ; for he mufl ne'er repl]r« 
In vain I mourn, and drop thef<? Funeral Teats, 
Death and the Grave have neither Eyes nor Ears : f 

Wandering I tune my Sorrows to the Groves, / 

And vent my fwelling Griefs, and tell the Winds oor LovttH 
While the dear Youth fleeps faft, and hears them not ; 
He hath forgot me : Iq the lonefome Vanlt 
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Mindlds of WJT7S and Friendflup, cold he Ucsb 
Deaf and unthinking Clay.-^— « 



! 



But whither am I led ? this artlefs Grief 
Harries the Mufe on, obflinate and deaf 
To all the nicer Rules, and bears her down 
From the tall Fabrick to the neighbouring Ground 
The pleafing Hours, the happy Momenta paft 
In thcfe fweet Fields reviving on my Tafte 
Snatch me away refiftlefs with impetuous Hafie. 
Spread thy ibrong Pinions once again, my Song^ 
And reach the Turret thou haft left fo long : 
O'er the wide Roof its lofty Head it rears. 
Long waiting our Converfe ; but only heart 
The noify Tumults of the Realms on high ; 
The Winds falutc it whiftiirig as they fly. 
Or jarring round the Windows : rattling Showers 
La(h the fair Sides ; above loud Thunder roars ; 
But ftill the Mafter ileeps ; nor hears the Voice 
Of facred Friendihip, nor the Tempeft's Noife : 
An Iron Slumber fits on every Senfe, 
In vain the heavenly Thunders fbrive toroufe it thenceir 

One Labour more, iqy Mufe, the gtlden Sphere 
Seems to demand ; fee thro' the dufky Air 
Downward it fhines upon the rifing Moon ; 
And, as fhe labours up to reach her Noon, 
Purfues her Orb with repcrcuffive Light, 
And ftreaming Gold repajrs the paler Beams of Night : 
But not one Ray can reach the daikfome Grave, 
Or pierce the folid Gloom that fills the Cave 
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Where GUNS TO JST dweUs in Death. Behold it flames 
Like fome new Meteor with difFufive Beams 
Thro' the Mid-heaven, and Overcomes the Stars ^ •\ 
" So fhincs thy GUNSTON's Soul above the Spheres, ( 
Raphael replies, and wipes away my Tears. ) 

** We faw the Flelh fink down with clofmgEyes, 
« •« We heard thy Grief fhriek out, He dies^ He dies^ 
■ «• Miflakcn ^jif f to call the FleQi the Friend !: 
" On our feirWings did the bright Youth afcend, 
'• All Heav'n embraced him with immortal Love, 
*• And fung his Welcome to the Courts above. 
** Gentle Ithuriel led him round the Skies, 
<^ The 6Mj|idings ^ck him with immenfe Surprize : 
" The Spires.all radsj^t, and the Manfions bright, 
•• The Roo£]M^aulted with Ethereal Light : 
" Beauty anffstrength on the tall Bulwarks fat 
*• In heavenly Diamond ; and for every Gate 
" On golden Hinges a broad Ruby turns, 
'* Guards off the Foe, and as it moves it burns j 
•* Millions of Glories reign thro' every Part j 
** Infinite Power, and uncreated Art 
«• Stand here difplay'd, and to the Stranger (how 
** How it out-fliines the nobleft Seats below. 
** The Stranger fed his gazing PowVs a while 
. ** Tranfported : Then, with a regardlefs Smile, 
** Glanc'd his Eye downward thro' the Cryftai Floor, 
^ And took eternal Leave of what he built before. 

Now, fair Uraniuy leave the doleful Strain ; 
Raphael commands : AiTume thy Joys again. 



In 



I 



fo the Memory of the Ti'erAi). 28( 

In cvcrlafting Numbers fmg, and fay, , . 

•* GUNSTO N has mov'd his Dwelling to the Realms | 

of Day ; " ' 

** GUNSTON the Friend lives ftill : And give thy ' 

Groans away. 

:^<:3"3 cl^ti a^ dti €i^ dS. Ct> 6t>^i^ 
An ELEGY on 

Mr. THOMAS GOUGE. 

T O 

' Mr. ARrnUR SHALLET, Merch*. 
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Worthy Sir, 
^HE SubjeSi of the following Elegy was high in your 
Bfteem^ and enjoy" d a large Share of your JffeSions. 
Wtarce doth his Memory need the AJpftance of the Mufe to 
make it perpetual i hut «whenjhe can at once pay her Honours 
to the venerahle Deadf and hy this Addrefs acknowledge the 
Favours Jhe has recei'v'd from the Li<ving^ Uis a double 
Pkafure tOp 

SIR, 

Your Obliged Humble Servant, 

/. WATTS. ' 
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To the Memory of the | ^ 

Rev*. Mr. THOMAS GOUGE, 
fno died Jan. S^\ i||f 

I. 

YE Vir^n-Sonlsy whofe fweet Complaint PfiJ. 137, 
Could teach Euphrates not to flow, Lamaa, u 

Could Stones Ruin fo divinely paint, 2, 3, 

Arrayed in Beauty and in Woe : 

Awake ye Virgin-Souls to mourn. 
And with your tuneful Sorrows drefs a Prophet*s UiBr 

O could my Lips or flowii\g Eyes 

Bu^ imitate fuch charming Grief, 

I*d teach the Seas, and teach the Skies 

Wailings, and Sobs, and Sympathies, 

^or ihould the Stones or Rocks be deaf; 

Rocks ihall have Eyes, and Stones have.Eara 4 

While GOt/GE's Death is mourn'd in Melody a|idT«ffEi< 

n. 

Heaven was impatient of our Cnraes» 

And fent his Minifter of Death 
To fcourge the bold Rebellion of the Times, 
And to demand our Prophet*s Breath ; 

He came commiflion*d for the Fates 

Of awinl MEAD, and charming J^Tf 5; 

TMm 
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There he effay'd the Vengeance ^x^. 
Then took a difmal Aim« and brought great G O UG E 
to Duft. 

m. 

GreatG0C7G£ toDuft! how dolefol is the Sound ! 
How vaft the Stroke is f and how wide the Wound ! 

Oh painful Stroke f diftreffing Death t 
A Wound unmeafurably wide. 
No vulgar Mortal dy'd 
When he refign'd his fireath. 

The Mufe that mourns a Nation's Fall, 

Should wait at GO C/G£'s Funeral, 

Should mingle Majefly and Groans, 

Such as fhe fings to finking ThrcHies, 

And in deep founding Numbers tell. 
How Sion trembled, when this Pillar fell. 

Sim grows weak, and England poor. 

Nature her felf, with all her Store, 
Can fumifli fuch a Pomp for Death no more. 

IV. 
The Reverend Man let all Things mourn ; 
Sure he was fome Ethereal Mind, 
Fated in Flefh to be confin'd. 
And order'd to be bom. 
His Soid was of th* Angelic Frame, 
The (ame Ingredients, and the Mould the fame. 
When the Creator makes a Mmifter of Flame* 

He was all formed of heavenly Things, 
Mortals, believe what n^ Urama fings, 
Fot (he has feen him rife upon his flamy^ Wings* 

V. pow 



292 LYRIC POEMS, Bool 

V. 
How would he moont, how would he fly 
Up thro' the Ocean of the Sky, 

Tow'rd the Cceleftial Coaft f 
With what amazing fwiftneis foar 
Till Earth's dark Ball was feen no more, 

AtkT all its Mountains loft ! 
Scarce could the Mufc purfue him with her Sight : 

But, Angels, you can tell. 
For oft you met his wondrous Flight, 

And knew the Stranger v7q\\ ; 
Say, how he paft the radiant Spheres 
And vifited your happy Scats, 
And traced the well known Turnings of the golden St 

And walked among the Stars. 

vr. 

Tell how he climb'd the Everlafting Hills 
X Surveying all the Realms above. 
Borne on a ftrong-wing'd Faith, and on the fiery Wh 
Of an immortal Love. 

TTwas there he took a glorious fight 
Of the Inheritance of Saints in Light, 
And read their Title in their Saviour's Right : 

How oft the humble Scholar came, 

And to your Songs he rais'd his Ears. 

To learn th' unutterable Name, 

To view th* Eternal Bafe that bears 
The new Creation's Frame. 

The Countenance of God he faw. 
Full of Mercy ; full of Awe, 
The Glories of his Power, and Glories of his Graa 
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There ke beheld the wond'rous Springs 

Of thofe Celeftial facred Things, 
The peaceful Gofpel, and the fiery Law 

In that Majeitic Face. 
That Face did all his gazing Powers employp 
With moft profound Abafement and exalted Joy^ 

The Rolls of Fate were half unfekrd. 
He flood adoring by ; 

The Volumes open'd to his Eye, 

And fweet Intelligence he hdd 
*Widi all his fhining Kindred of the Sky. 

VIL 

Ye Seraphs that furround the Throne, 
Tell how his Name was thro' the Palace knowB,^ 
How warm his Zeal was, and how like your own i 
Speak it aloud, let half the Nation hear. 

And bold Blafphemers fhrink and fear * : 
Impudent Tongues, to blaft a Prophets Namet 
The Poifon fure was fetch'd from HeD, 
t Where the old Blafphemers dwell, 

1^ To taint the purefl Dull, and blot the whiteft FamCI 
■ impudent Tongues ! You ihould be darted thro*, 

KaiPd to your own black Mouths, and lie 
I- Ufelefs and dead, till Slander die, 
I Till Slander die with you. 

^ yiii. 

J«« We faw him, fay tV Ethereal Throngs * ; :f 

** We faw his warm Devotions rife, 
*< We heard the Fervour of his Cries, * 
*< And mix'd his Praifes with our Song: 
• 7^0* ht waffigrtat and good a Man bt did not tfiafi Ctnfirtk 

P ? WW 
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^* We knew the (fCflflCfliglto of lub fsetiriogHoiM'^ 

« Nightly he wnk'd tis «w^r4 Powpr?* 
«* Young ^tf^/rgfiil© wiipW^ wttk hU Gop, 
*<' And with unconquer*d Force fcsj'd tibue cdcflial Toik 
5; To reach ihfr BMtog49.wa Am: H^i xlm 6¥^i 

'<' Oft we bebdd At 7%Bndexer*« Hand 

*** Rais'd high to crufli the ffiftk)^ Fo6i 
f * As oft we faw the QiUisj; Yongeajie^ itond 

« Doubtful t* obey the dr«ri C9imnaiid» 
#^ While his fSqgpdinf PjajrV «|Md the fjJUlg StilV^ 
IX. 

Draw the pi^ft Scenes of thy Delight, 
fAy M^fe^ and bring the wond'xY)us Man to £gi)i|:. 

Place him furrounded as he flood 

With pioui Crowds, while from hisTon^e 
A Stream of Harmony ran foft ^ong. 
And every Ear drank in the ^flpwin^ Good : 

Softly it ran its filyer W^y, 
Till warm Devotipn raised the Current (bong: 
Then fjsnrid Zeal on the fweet Deluge rode, 

Lifb, Love ^d Glory, Gr^ce and Joy, 
pivinely rollM promifcuous on jhe Torrent-Floosd^ 
i^nd hfore our raptur'd Spofe 9way» and Thoughts 
Souls to God. 

P might we dwell for ever there i 
^o more return to breathe ^ |;rofIer Air, 

This Axmo(fh^x6J^ ^i9f Cfimisy a^d C^cp, 

X. 
!But heavenly Sceoif^ ipo^ k»Yfi ib^Si^h^ 

While we M(v»g to Chy, 
jPjiffipv ^ Terror and Delight 
JP^^aa4 iabemate Sway. 

Be] 
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BclioU the Man» wkofe swful Voicr 

Could well prodaiin the fiery Low^ 

Kindle the Flames ^^tixX M§/is kw. 

And fwell the Trumpet's wariike Noift. 
He flands the Herald of th« thfeatning Skiei^ 
IiiO, on his reverend Brow the Frowns divinely rife/ 
AU SifutPs Thunder oahis Tongue^ and Li^huiiiig SflkW 
Eyes. 

Round the high Roof the Gurfes flew 

Diftinguifhing each guilty Head, 
Far from th' unequal War the Atheift fled. 

His kindled Arrows ftill ptrrfoe. 

His Arrows flrike the Atheift thro'. 
And o'er his inmoft Powers a fhnddctingHorrdffpreatfi- . 
The Marble Heart groans with an inwatd Wound : 

Blafphemittg Sotife <ff hardcn'd Stee!^ 
Shffiek out amaz'd at the new Pangs they fed,- 

And dread the Echoes of the Sotmd, 

The lofty Wretch arm'dand array'd 
In gaudy Pride finks down his impious Head^- 
Plunges in dark Defpair, and mingled with the Dead^ 

Now, Mufc, affumc a foftcr Strain^ 
Now footh the Sinner's ragmg Smart,' ,^^ -i 

Borrow of GOUGE the wond'rous Art' 
To calm the furging Confcience, and afifwage the Pain^J^ 
He from a bleeding God derives * 
Life for the Souls that Guilt had {Ltda^- 
And flrait the dying RebcMites," 

The I>ead arife again ; 
The opening Skies almoft obey • -- 

His powerful Song ; a heavenly Ray, 

P z Awake< 
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Awakes Defpair to Lights and iheds a dieaiful Day | 

His wondVous Voice rolls back the Spheres, 

Recals the Scenes of ancient Years, 
To make the Saviour known ; 

Sweetly the flying Charmer roves 

Thro* all his Labours and his Loves, 
.The i^nguiih of his Crofs> and Triumphs of his Throat* 

xn. 

Come, he invites oar Feet to try 

The fleep Aicent of Calvofy, 
And fets the fatal Tree before our Eye ^ 

See here Celeftial Sorrow reigns ; 

Rude Nails and ragged Thorns lay by, 
Ting*d with the Crimfon of Redeeming VeinSf 
In wond*rous Words he fung the vital Flood 
Where all our Sins were drowned. 

Words fit to heal and fit to wound, 
Sharp as the Spear, and balmy as the Bloods - 
In his DiCcourfe divine 

Afrefh the purple Fountain flowed ; 
Our falling Tears kept fympathetic Time, 
And trickled to the Ground, 

While every Accent gave a doleful Sound, 
Sad an the breaking Heart-fbings of th* expiring Gonr, 

,. XIIL 

tkmn to the Manfions of the Dead,. 
With trembling Joy our Souls are led. 
The Captives of his Tongue j 
There the dear Prince of Light reclines his Head 
Sarknefs and Shades among. 

Wi* 



ijfe Sheafing Hbnt^^iMis forv^ , ■ 

%tft Hie belov\l Reaeemer lajr^ ; ^' :^.i \' 
*3iftd (hed a fwcet Perfume* ' - '^ 
Ittk^the old Earthquake roars ftgnjix 
^1ft€^ l^Q J5*6 Y<^ and breaks the Chain 

toayy, Deiath,'^^^' rends the Tombs ! 

•i Rijfing Gop4 1^ comes, he comes, 
'hrMg$ of wildii^SaKits, a long triumphmgTraiiQ : 



igfit Squadlj^i of theSak)% •. - • • . • - • •: 
^«n.Wm^ of. Jo)j afid'Haftft.they. fljr,^ ' ... -^ . 
^tfibcirbtng Sovereign, and attend him higl|^ 
; Car the Conqueror fills, 
' a golden Cloud ; 

r'^oves up the azure Hills^ .... . 
ams and yells aloud/ .; ',■' ^ 

n ^ Brafs that b^nds^jiim to the Wh'ceW 
; Gates of Blifs receive tlicir King, 
iher-God fnnlcs on his Son, 
x^flfnoars he has won, 
Ijjducs adore, and little Chcrybs fing^ ■'" 
riD(ft.hia native Throne, ./ .' 
on Kb Head j 
'^^ i-igkt, and beamy Robes, 
^ff.on the Seafons, and the (hining Globes, 
i tifiaj^ Worlds, and Regions of thfi^ J^ead. 

■■.•;xv;;;;^. V •... . . ^ 

h^i Envbjf .todfcc'Reila**bek)Wt 

''v#:^E%-^,../ V,;;:^ Bright 
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Bright the Credentials he could ihow, . • 

And thoufknds own*d the^fieal. \ .' 

His hallowed Lips could well impart 

The Grace, .-the Promife, and Command : 
He knew the Pity of himatmets Heart, 

And Terrors of JE HO VAM'% Hand. *• 

How did our Souls ftart out to hear 

The Embaflies of Love he bare. 

While every Ear in Rapture hung 
Upon the charming Wonders of his Tongofw ^- * . 
Life's bufy Cares a facred Silence bound, = 

Attention flood with ;dl her.Powers, : ■ '. 

With fixed Eyes an j Awe profound, . 

4^h^n'd to the Pleafure of the Sound, / 
Nor knew the flying Hours. •> 

XVI. ;-. :• 

But O my Evcrlafting^ Grief ! 
jR^aveu has recalled his Envoy from our Eyfs, . - 
Hence Deluges of Sorrow rife, i 

Kor hope th' impoffible Relief. - .' • • 

Ye Remnants of the facred Tribe * . . ■ 
Who feel the Lofs, come ihare the Smarts \ . 

And mix your Groans with mine : / . 
Where is thei Tongue that can defcribc' ' 
Infinite Things with equal Art, . "^ 

Or Language fo divine ? • ! '* 

Our Paffions want the heavenly Flame, .. * 
Almighty Love breathes faintly in our Songs, 
And awful T^ireatnibgs languifh on our Tongues } 

HOWE li a greai -but fingle Name : 
Amidft the Crowd he ftands aloAf i 

■ " ^. "• St 
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Stands yet, but with his ftarry Pinions on, 
jDreft for the Flight, and ready to be gone, 

Eternal God, command his Stay, 

Stretch the dear Months of his Delay ; 
O we could wiih his Age were one inunortal Day ! 

But whien the flanung Chariot's come, 
Andfhining Guards, t' attend thy Prophet home» 

Amidfl a thoufand weeping Eyes, 
SenA an Elijha down, a Soul of equal Size, 
Or burn this worthlefs Globt; and take us to the Skies» 
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